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"how for consciousness to come from not-consciousness?... There are no forms...there is awareness of forms 
... The source is known only by its effects...’ 


Prelude 


This is / was / will be a true story. It all depends on when you are reading it. Maybe I can't remember everything in 
perfect detail, but all the important bits are 100% true and accurate. They were / will be /are happening. 

Hmm. So how to put this. Let’s see. Yes. In a few years something astonishing happens. 

It is going to come as a huge surprise to most people. 

Of course you will be prepared. 

Ihave gone to great lengths to reconstruct the important bits as closely as I can. Anything that is not an exact 
recollection is a reconstruction built up from logical deductions. But it is a true story. Or it will be. I mean it does 
happen. It is happening. 

I got level 12 clearance for this transcript. It has been vetted and authorized to be presented as ‘likely close 
correspondence with reality’. 

That is about as close to ‘truth’ as anyone is ever going to get. Impressed me, that. That they would value my 
work so highly. 

Means little to you I guess, but you got to let me brag a little now and then. I have waited so long for any 
recognition whatsoever. 

I guess the best place to begin this story is at the beginning. I mean that is where it starts. Oh well. You'll see. 

Right then. So here goes! 


Clarissa Sophia Von Der Golz 


Chapter One: A good deed never goes unpunished 


In the final days of Akhenaton's short lived rule as Pharaoh of Egypt the priests he had disenfranchised of all power 
and wealth combined forces with a Junta of de-mobilised generals, in a conspiracy intent on his complete and utter 
destruction. He was to be utterly annihilated. In fact completely erased from history. As if he had never even 
existed. They, and all their hangers-on, had been the beneficiaries of all the superstition and war that defined the era 
before Akhenaton's ascension to the throne. They had every intention of recovering those benefits. They felt 
naturally entitled to them. 

Akhenaton had brought peace, and a new religion devoid of all dogma and superstitious ritual. It was a 
religion which had made the Priest classes obsolete. For no priest was needed to act as intermediary between the gods 
and men. In fact the gods themselves had become obsolete in Akhenaton's New World Order. 

But the problem was that Akhenaton was well ahead of the general population in all things. Akhenaton had 
no need for the gods. But the people? That was another matter. The people missed them. For they now had no-one 
to appeal to for intercession on their behalf. They felt lost without their old gods. To whom were they to appeal 
now? To whom could they make sacrifices? Who would intercede on their behalf, to ensure them victory over their 
enemies, to ensure a bountiful harvest, the fertility of their slaves, that their own wives would bear them many sons? 
Who were they to bribe to ensure a favored position in the after-life for themselves and their loved ones? 

Akhenaton called upon all his subjects to respect all living things. They were to treat each other with honest 
respect and goodwill. The new temple would be nature. Religious ritual would consist merely of an appreciation of 
the natural beauty of the world. 

Akhenaton was a pacifist. He could afford to be. He had inherited the most powerful and wealthy kingdom 
in the world. He had no reason to fear any enemies. His predecessors had crushed them all under their chariot 
wheels. He had inherited a time of peace, stability, and wealth. 

Akhenaton had been tutored as a child by “The Priests at On”. This was the oldest of hermitages of Egypt. 
The priests kept themselves apart. They were never political. While the priest classes of Ancient Egypt accumulated 
wealth and power, these hermits were content to keep to a simple life with its simple routines. 

They were philosophers who had adopted few of the accouterments typically associated with priests. They 
built no shrines, no temples, and no lavish palaces. What they did build were libraries. 

They were not one to repeat mindless, unproductive rituals. They performed practical tasks. They never 
argued over dogma. In fact they rejected all dogma. They farmed their plots of land. They planted and harvested 
their crops. They collected herbs and made medicines. They produced wines. They invited craftsman into their 
communities, to learn from them. They taught the children of the royal families and rich merchants, for they were 
renowned as the most informed and best educated people in all of Egypt. They stayed out of all questions of politics 
and religion. Well at least openly, as far as anyone could see. 

In place of meaningless specious sophistry, what the old Priests sold as ‘sacred mysteries’, “The Priests at On’ 
taught logic. They taught reason. They taught their students to critically evaluate their own ideas. They applied these 
same principles to the evaluation of other people's ideas. You would be hard done by to trick or cheat anyone who 
had been their student. And so the rich and powerful sent them their children. And their children sent their 
children. And so they had become an institution in Ancient Egypt. And because of their powerful allies and ex- 
students, the Priest classes of Egypt were forced to tolerate them. 

Sure, the traditional Priests knew how “The Priests at On’ mocked them and their dogma, their empty ritual, 
their pandering to the superstition of the masses, and their prostitution to the rich and powerful. But they would 
never dare challenge them. “The Priests at On’ never openly interfered with the political machinations and petty 
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rivalries of the professional priests. They left them to build their palaces, to perform their little magic tricks. These 
impressed the masses, but “The Priests at On’ saw through them. They knew all the tricks and cons of their age. 

But it would be wrong to say that “The Priests at On’ were not ambitious. No. they were supremely 
ambitious. Only they were also patient. They knew the world was not ready for their philosophy. Only a few highly 
evolved and enlightened individuals would ever be true Priests at On. The rest might aspire to such enlightenment. 
But most would never attain it. It required more than determination and character. It required a certain nature. A 
nature that was once, far to the East of Egypt, referred to as a ‘Zen’ nature. 

Many of the students of “The Priests at On’ would go on to become generals and important men, but they 
did not possess that rare nature that was pre-requisite to true enlightenment. Yet they would, in their own way, 
contribute to the evolution of humanity none the less. For they would learn things from the Priests that allowed 
society to progress gradually, slowly, and incrementally. 

“The Priests at On’ kept about their work, having faith in the certainty of future next-lives, or oblivion. It 
made no difference. They enjoyed their lives as much as if they had only one. ‘As if was a trademark proposition for 
them. A grounding principle if you like. The foundation of their temperament and ‘impeccability’. They treated all 
of their experience ‘as if it were real, without ever assuming it was. They practiced withholding judgment. ‘Judge 
not’ became a familiar theme in their lessons. They ‘suspended judgment’ when it came to all things. Everything 
concerning The Nature Of Reality And The Reality Of Our Natures, TROONATNOOR. From the most 
apparently insignificant and trivial of things to the most profound and apparently ‘important’. Life may or may not 
be a dream. They responded to appearances based on the principle of heuristics, ‘as if it were real. They were 
practical, not mystical. And yet they withheld their commitment to appearances. For appearances often deceived. 

They had found that the optimal life was the same, whether you believed in oblivion after life, or an eternal 
succession of new, next lives. They enjoyed the simple pleasures their lives had to offer. The only pleasure they 
disciplined themselves to abstain from was reproduction of themselves. That said, they were by no means celibate. 
They had simply learned ways to satisfy their sexual needs without risk of reproduction. 

Of all the behaviors that “The Priests at On’ practiced and nurtured, it was this ‘reproductive continence’ 
that would ultimately provide the greatest fuel for their enemies. 

For, as every Priest, General, and ruler knows, your personal wealth and power is dependent on the number 
of slaves and nominally 'free' subjects you command. Land is worthless with no men to work it. A King, Prince, or 
general with no soldiers may not take possession of land and slaves from their current owners. He has no way to 
increase his personal wealth and power. And worse, he faces the 'Hobbesian Dilemma’ of being invaded by his 
neighbors. A Priest with no devotees to make offerings to him and his god, is no longer a 'middle-man' offering his 
services in gaining the intercession of the gods on behalf of his ‘clients’. No, he is nothing more than a poor, 
wandering, homeless magician. 

A King with no tax-payers is King of nothing but wild animals, dirt, water, grass, and trees. He may order 
the wild animals about as much as he likes, even hunt them. He can collect as many wild nuts and berries as he can 
manage. He can cut down as many trees as he likes and build himself a hut. But he will never enjoy the consumption 
of any more than he can produce with the power of his own labor. 

The ‘beneficiary classes' emerged from the very first spark of recognition on the part of an individual with 
some source of ‘power’ over others, by virtue of some natural superiority in strength, intelligence, or talents, that 
other people could be used as mere means to their own ends. Other people represented ‘human capital’, if only you 
could coerce or trick them into working for you. 

One you had managed that feat by force or cleverness, it became clear to you that the more these 'slaves' or 
‘subjects’ reproduced themselves, the more they could produce for you to consume. In fact the main source of your 
individual wealth and power would no longer reside in your own natural superiority, not in your personal qualities, 
but in the number of your slaves and subjects. 


Naturally once the initial power became institutionalised in the form of Nobility, Military, and Priest 
classes, it became defined as a crime, even a ‘sin’, for a slave to kill themselves. They were defined as the property of 
their masters. Destroying their masters ‘human capital’ was the equivalent of stealing from the masters. 

But there was of course a problem. What was going to be your deterrent? What could you possibly threaten 
a slave with that was worse than their everyday life? What motive did the slaves have for enduring their lives? 

And so ‘fates worse than death’ were invented. The failed suicide’s loved ones would be tortured to death, as 
they were forced to watch. Then the suicider would be tortured to death. All the family's property would be 
confiscated by the State. This was certainly a fate worse than mere slavery. If the suicide attempt was successful, it 
would mean the suicider would be condemning any of their dependents to suffer in their stead. 

For this reason the beneficiary classes had to make sure their slaves had as many ‘dependents’ as possible. As 
many ‘sentimental attachments’ to tug at their heart-strings and consciences. For who would have others suffer for 
their own benefit, other than Priests, Kings, and Generals? No, ‘family’ was the key to slavery. 

‘Family’ not only ensured a constantly expanding source of slaves, soldiers, and tax-tithe payers, it ensured all 
the slaves would endure their lives to the bitter end. Slaves would endure anything to protect their families. 

That said, the law of forfeiture of the suicide’s property meant that land and wealth would be taken out of 
the local ‘diocese’. So the priests tended to define most ‘suicides’ as ‘accidental death’, to keep the wealth in the local 
community. 

And so the clever priests came up with their most powerful ‘noble’ lie. Their most terrifying ‘fate worse than 
death’. Hell. Now even the most death-hungry, poverty stricken, single slave a motive to endure. The sinner, the 
slave who would deny his master their property, the criminal who would destroy the property of his masters, would 
pay in the next world, in the various ‘hells' of the Priests cunning invention. 

Masturbation relieved sexual frustration without producing more slaves. And so it would be a sin. Anal sex 
and oral sex the same. And most heinous of all, homo-sexuality. For homosexuality offered absolutely no 
opportunity for reproduction. It was the greatest threat to the wealth and power of the Priests, General's Kings, and 
other beneficiary classes. 

The Priests and Kings had long kept Jaguars and other wild animals captive as 'mascots' of their own power. 
They had noted how the wild animals they held captive would not mate. It was as if these beautiful beasts were loath 
to force the life of a captive upon their offspring. And so the Priests needed a way to compel the slaves to reproduce 
their slavery, and misery. The only outlet for sexual relief would be male-female vaginal sex. 

And this was the problem. For “The Priests at On’ praised the joys of all non-reproductive forms of sexual 
expression. For the very opposite reasons. It was not just useful to filter our spies of the Priests from their potential 
new recruits. For a follower of the conventional religions would be damned by such acts to suffer in some hell or 
other, and even some of the conventional Priests subscribed to such nonsense. But that was just a secondary 
advantage. No, the true motive behind “The Priests at On’s revolutionary sexual liberality was that it prevented any 
unplanned reproduction. 

“The Priests at On’ had a very long term mission. One that depended upon an ingenious new idea called 
‘eugenics’. “The Priests at On’ would select mates based on desirable traits. And though it was found that many traits 
still somehow were lost in the process, still the majority of the offspring were far superior to the average. 

In fact over time their ‘eugenics’ program produced men and women of exceptional beauty, health, strength, 
vitality, keenness of mind, intelligence, and talent. These men and women would be sent to the corners of the 
known world to gain positions of prestige, status, wealth, and power. They became artists, artisans, musicians, 
courtesans, scientists, traders, architects, and over the ages came to hold titled positions in the aristocracies of the 
many lands around the Mediterranean. 

It was in this way that “The Priests at On’ planned to one day realise their visions of a world defined by truth, 
beauty, reason, health, and justice. Perhaps had they explained this to Akhenaton, he might have been more 
reasonable. More patient. But this plan was only known within the very closest circles of the leadership at On, and 
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its various ‘franchises’ around the world. Not even their favorite student, the Pharaoh Akhenaton belonged to this 
group. 

“The Priests at On’ were the first, and the only truly secret, secret society. They would form the most secret 
‘tip’ of the pyramid of every secret society in history. Few members of the secret societies that they founded, or 
infiltrated, would ever realise that their beloved organisations were secretly controlled by the followers of The 
Priest's at On. It was all ‘secrets within secrets’ and ‘inner circles within inner circles’. However one thing remained 
universal. The structure of the pyramid. A broad base of stone. At the tip the golden capstone. It was this capstone 
that the real leaders represented. 

To be sure, many of the ‘higher ups’ of the ‘inner circles' believed that they were in charge. But that was an 
illusion. They were always doing the will of the true leaders. And these leaders were all hand-picked by the previous 
leaders to continue with their mission. This succession of leadership could be traced back to “The Priests at On’. 

And so the philosophical teachings, methods, and practices of “The Priests at On’ would come to inform 
philosophical schools from the Vedanta system of thought in India to the teachings of 'Zoroastrianism’' in Iran. 
Their sayings would be put in the mouths of prophets as geographically and culturally distinct as Buddha and Jesus, 
by those who founded religions in their names. Their wisdom would be ascribed to all many of wise-men from Lao- 
Tzu to Krishna. 

And while “The Priests at On’ had never claimed to be anything but mortal men, these others would all be 
ascribed god-man status, thus imbuing the words of “The Priests at On’ with the ‘transferred’ authority of gods and 
super-men. And like the one referred to as Buddha’ was to say ‘Some will understand’. And some did understand. 

Of course some philosophers and leaders came to the same arguments as “The Priests at On’ by virtue of a 
similar genius and authentic good-willed nature. They were quickly identified as natural allies, and incorporated by 
“The Priests at On’ into their wider organisation. 

The masses that did come to share the vision of “The Priests at On’ often came to have faith in their tenets, 
not out of a personal holistic comprehension and understanding of them, but through a passionate devotion to 
leaders who did possess such an understanding of them. 

And so most of the new adherents of the philosophy of “The Priests at On’, over the next few thousand 
years, came to follow their teachings, to live according to their principles, through the agency of the charisma and 
character of their own leaders. All without any knowledge of the true source of these ideas. In fact few people would 
ever even know that The Priest's at On ever existed, let alone how they had been constructing and operating a world- 
wide shadow government, a New World Order, for these thousands of years. 

The contemporaries of “The Priests at On’ and their agents would never have suspected them of such an 
ambitious plan. They would never have been able to imagine such patience. For only “The Priests at On’ really and 
truly believed in random next lives. The priests of other religions might claim to believe in the existence, and 
transmigration of, souls, but that was all for the consumption of the masses. It was not authentic. No, the plans of 
the conventional priesthoods were all oriented to the short term. To the accumulation of wealth, power, and 
privilege that could be enjoyed for the duration of individual lives which they of course sought to prolong for as long 
as possible, to enjoy that wealth, power, and privilege. 

The Professional Priests at the Egyptian courts and centers of power understood little about “The Priests at 
On’, and even less about their ambitions. They were only ever aware of rumors of ‘illicit’ sexual practices among 
“The Priests at On’. 

And loathe to waste an opportunity for demonising a competing religion, the Egyptian priests warned the 
masses that “The Priests at On’, through such ‘evil’ ‘disgusting’, ‘vile’, ‘demonic’ actions would bring on the wrath of 
the gods. 

They warned the masses that the harvests would fail. Enemies would invade and rape and kill them. They 
bred as much fear into their subjects as they could. They told them that unless they erased this horrid, filthy, crime 
and sin against the gods, they themselves would suffer. And so they often called upon their ‘believers’ their ‘faithful’ 
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to save themselves, and the entirety of civilisation, by eliminating the ‘vile stench and stain’ of “The Priests at On’ 
from the face of the earth. 

But for now the Priests had a more immediate enemy. The new Pharaoh who had dispossessed them of all 
their status, wealth, and power. He had gone so far as to state that their gods did not exist. He had dismissed the idea 
of an after — world. There would be no punishment or reward for observing religious rituals. There would be 
random next-lives. You would inherit the world you produced through your actions in this life. 

And there would be no more wars of conquest. The military had been de-mobilised and reduced to a small 
defensive force. Peace treaties had been signed with former enemies. And the Generals had discovered to their great 
displeasure that these treaties were not just clever military tactics meant to catch the enemy off-guard. No. 
Akhenaton had every intention of actually honoring his treaties. And he had virtually eliminated all tribute 
payments from the nations his fathers had subjugated. He intended to maintain peace through ‘goodwill’ and 
mutual non-aggression. But then how was a General to acquire new land, slaves, gold, and fame? 

And so the focus of all the hatred and hostility within the rich and powerful of Ancient Egypt had become 
focused upon the new, young Pharaoh himself. Well, the priests and generals reasoned, if there were no gods, then 
the Pharaoh himself was just a man like themselves. Why should they obey him? What moral right did he have to 
command them, if he could not claim a god's authority? 

And the people really missed their religious rituals. They felt a real emotional need for gods. Their 
superstitions helped them cope with their uncertain lives. They wanted the certainty of dogma. The wanted the 
religion of their fathers. This new religion of Akhenaton didn't satisfy their needs. It was too vague and too 
demanding. It was just too confusing and new for the masses. They longed for the simple days when you knew where 
you stood. There were gods. You paid the Priests to speak to them on your behalf. To intercede on your behalf. You 
didn't have to think. It was simple. 

Under the old religions you didn't have to respect other people, let alone all of nature. You could hate your 
enemies. You could vent your self-loathing on homosexuals and foreigners. You could feel superior to them. You 
could exploit animals and nature. And if you happened to murder someone, well, you could simply pay the priests to 
intercede on your behalf and the god's would be appeased. The old religions were adapted to human nature. 
Akhenaton's new religion was just too, well, unnatural. It required discipline and appealed to a better nature. Not to 
the general nature of the masses. It required the masses to be noble, like Akhenaton, and “The Priests at On’. And 
they were, well, merely human. All too human. 

The people were not ready for Akhenaton's vision. “The Priests at On’ had warned him. They had seen the 
signs early in his youth as they were teaching him. He had been too impatient with all the stupidity and ugliness of 
the world. 

They knew what Akhenaton was thinking. "Why didn't “The Priests at On’ rule the world? Why were they 
content to remain in their hermitages, behind the walls of their monasteries and cloisters? Surely they could 
convince the masses of the logic and reason of their minds? Akhenaton felt he would one day be Pharaoh. Even 
though he was an embarrassment to his family. Even though he had been kept out of the public eye because of his 
physical imperfections. Surely when he became Pharaoh he would be able to finally bring the teachings of “The 
Priests at On’ to the people. And they would understand? 

“The Priests at On’ had tried, but failed, to convince Akhenaton that the people were not ready. However 
they would never come out publicly and try to stop him. How could they? Even as they were certain that his vision 
was doomed, they were powerless to stop him. He was royalty. He might even one day become Pharaoh. 

So for a time they even hoped against hope that they had been wrong. Perhaps the people might be 
persuaded with reason. Perhaps once you eliminated the power of the corrupt priests the people might be freed of 
their dogma and superstitions? Perhaps. Wouldn't it be wonderful if it really were true? 

But the more experienced elders entertained no such illusions. No. Akhenaton would fail. He was doomed. 
But even they could not but admire the young man. You couldn't help but be in awe of him. What a noble gesture 
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he was offering history. What a futile but beautiful action. To try. Failure was certain. But what a glorious failure it 
would be. To even dare such a thing was truly god-like. And the elders were always careful to keep their own minds 
open to possibilities. For they themselves might be proven wrong by this glorious youth. For wasn't certainty about 
anything against their own teachings? 
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Chapter Two: Twilight of the City of the Sun 


Akhenaton's expectation that he would one day become Pharaoh proved correct. And true to his vision, he founded 
a new city at On, known to the Greeks as Heliopolis, “The City of the Sun’, 

However, as his teachers, The Preists at On, had warned him, the people were not yet ready to ‘live in Ma'at. 
The old priesthoods, with the support of the Generals, and the masses, rebelled. There is no greater historical truth 
than that the mob is easily roused to destruction. And so the worst fears of “The Priests at On’ for their beloved 
student Akhenaton were to be justified by history. 

And so Akhenaton is forced to retreat into his 'City of the Sun’. But he knows its walls and guard can only 
hold out for so long. He is doomed. He has already accepted his fate. But he will not let his vision of a better world 
die with him. His principled creed shall endure. He has gathered together his most faithful and competent followers. 
They have been using secret passages out of his city to carry the most precious jewels, the purest gold artifacts, and 
most of his treasury, out of the city. 

Along with these precious items are treasures considered even more precious than gold or jewels. Scrolls of 
the teachings of “The Priests at On’. These and many documents Akhenaton had himself prepared detailing his 
philosophy, his political organisation, and his insights into the organisation of his kingdom. They described, in 
detail, his plans for a New World Order based on ‘Living in Ma'at'. These are sealed in containers, and then placed 
in a sort of ‘Ark’. This group loyal to Akhenaton and the principles of ‘Living in Ma'at' hastily and quietly carry this 
‘Ark’ through secret passages, until they come out into the golden sunlight kilometers away, by the river. There ships 
are awaiting them to carry them far from their beloved homeland. 

Akhenaton, seeing that the exits are permanently sealed, and that there is nothing more for him to do, 
indicates to his guard to allow the small group that have been waiting outside to come into his chambers for an 
audience. They have come from the provinces. The group is led by the Governor of Goshem, a far off province 
where the people tended Egypt's flocks of cattle, goats, and sheep. 

This Moses had earned his titles and rank as a competent General in the wars just before Akhenaton had 
ascended to the throne. However, though a true warrior in spirit, and ambitious, he did not love war for the sake of 
war. So he had welcomed Akhenaton's decrees that no more wars of conquest should be initiated by the Egyptian 
armies. 

This Moses, had retired when the main Egyptian armies had been demobilsed, upon which Akhenaton had 
immediately offered him the governorship of the province of Goshem. The other Generals had laughed at this. A 
General to govern a bunch of sheep, goat, and cattle herders? 

Moses was Egyptian. But his retinue appeared quite strange. They were rightly his slaves. But they didn't act 
like slaves. He treated them with dignity and respect. They appeared to be scribes. Intellectuals. And Akhenaton 
knew he could trust this man if he used him within his limits. For he had attended school with Moses, under the 
tutelage of “The Priests at On’. He knew this Moses to be, in many ways, a faithful follower of “The Priests at On’. 
But he had never fully accepted its precepts. 

Moses was of the old school. The old guard. He was set in many of his ways. But he was a good, honest, 
reliable man, within these limits. He never pretended to agree with your or accept your opinion if he didn't. But 
within his own beliefs and principles he was consistent. He had integrity. If you understood him, and didn't demand 
anything of him that was outside his belief system, you could rely on him totally. 

And in the end it had come down to this. The need to trust someone. Someone not caught up in the struggle 
for power that was already building, in the anticipation of the fall of On. 
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Akhenaton had sent royal couriers to Goshem many weeks ago, sensing he might soon need Moses’ help. He 
had a very particular mission for him. Moses was not embroiled in court politics. He came from far away. He had 
never been active at court. No-one knew him. He was of no consideration to anyone. Just a governor from some far 
off province of no interest to the generals or priests, since he had retired from the Army, and what most courtiers 
considered the true ‘public life' of Egypt. In the royal palaces and courts. In the temples. Goshem was about as far 
away from the centers of power and its political life as you could get. Egyptians in fact considered the tending of 
sheep, cattle, and goats to be a sort of ‘untouchable’ occupation. Almost taboo. The lowest occupation an Egyptian 
could be engaged in. 

Moses held no special titles. He had no wealth. He was just another retired general. To many a fool. For he 
could have had his pick of offices in the Capital, after his glorious victories in the days before Akhenaton came to 
power. In the days when the Egyptian armies crushed all before them, bringing back slaves and gold and enriching 
the generals and priests with land, wealth, and power. 

But Moses had shown disdain for all these things. He was apparently a very spiritual man. But then why not 
enter the priesthood? They would have welcomed him. He would soon have been wealthy enough, as a Priest, to 
build his own palace, full of Temple virgins, and lovely boy servants. 

But no. Moses was a loner. He was an iconoclast. He preferred the company of his goat herders in the 
outlying, dusty provinces to the rich life at court. He had been forgotten by all those who had once known of him, 
and his victories. He had faded into the background. 

And so no-one paid him any attention as he arrived in the city with his retinue. The guards paid him no 
heed. The spies ignored him. Of what possible significance could the visit of a bunch of goat herders to 'On' have? 
Akhenaton was known for his queer ways. He often associated with the lowest of the low. It was one of the reasons 
that the masses had lost respect for him. What sort of Pharaoh paid any attention to the poor, the farmers, the goat- 
herders? Surely it was beneath the dignity of a Pharaoh. And it really stung the pride of all the courtiers who, playing 
their own games and following their own devious political ambitions, all striving for personal power and privilege, 
felt slighted. How dare a Pharaoh favor the common folk over the aristocracy? How dare a Pharaoh's spend his time 
with the humble, and ignore the powerful priests and nobles? 

Moses was a nobody, as far as the hierarchy went. As far as anyone who was anyone was concerned. This is 
what Akhenaton counted on. This was key to his plans. Akhenaton counted on using it to his own advantage. This 
and the man's well-known integrity and indifference to personal privilege, power, and wealth. 

'Moses', my friend’. 'Akhenaton, my Pharaoh’. It is truly good to see you, though I am ill at ease about the 
circumstances. Do you know what they threaten? Do you know in what numbers they come, Oh Pharaoh? How am 
I to serve thee, beloved of the Sun? My armies have deserted. They are all cowards and thieves I fear, My lord. But I 
stand in thy service. What do you command? While yet this blood runs hot in my veins, I shall serve ye, oh glory of 
the worlds? 

Akhenaton who cut his timing extremely close, wasted no words. He got straight to the point. It was one 
thing he admired about Moses. You could speak plainly with him. ‘Moses. As you see, my vision is at an end. But I do 
not wish it to be lost with me. And so I have this task for you. I know you to be true and honest. And I trust you shall 
not fail me’. With these words Akhenaton motioned to his aides who carried in another set of ornate wooden 
chests. This set was virtual a duplicate of the 'Ark' that was now being loaded by the Nile, along with most of his 
treasury. 

Akhenaton gestured towards the chests. "These documents contain all the teachings of our masters at On. 
They are an ‘Ark’. They contain protocols for the construction and organisation of this City of the Sun. This city 
can be rebuilt, somewhere, sometime, with these detailed plans and protocols. All the wisdom of the ages in 
contained in them. They represent the very best principles of leadership and governance’. 

Again Akhenaton motioned to his aides, in response to whom a long procession of carriers enters, bearing 
chest after chest of gold and silver. And here, Moses, is the treasury of that new future City of the Sun. With this 


14 


treasure you shall be able to build that city without slaves. For I am now freeing all slaves. All your slaves are now 
free. At this the slaves Moses had brought with him visibly brightened with excitement. They bowed low. 
Akhenaton offered them a warm smile, before indicating to them that they should leave immediately, intimating 
that his reign would not last much longer. 

‘Let the people know’, he cried in an authoritative voice to his royal scribes, that I, Akhenaton, by my royal 
power, decree that all the slaves of Goshem are now free subjects of Egypt. Let it be written. Let it be done. His own 
personal scribe had been busy all morning preparing the official documents and decrees. Akhenaton gestured for his 
royal seal to be brought. He laid the seals upon the decrees, and personally handed them to Moses. 

‘Let your people know, Moses. They are free by Pharaoh's command’. Akhenaton then indicated to several 
of his scribes to go to the battlements to issue the decree. 

Then, his eyes still upon Moses, as if testing his features, seeking to gauge the mood of the man, Akhenaton 
spoke in low, calm voice that began in a commanding tone, but more and more developed the overtones of intimacy 
and warmth. ‘Moses. Dear, trusted friend. You see’, he spoke almost pleadingly, his arms making a wide arc that took 
in the entire palace, ‘there is no-one else I could dare trust this mission to. Not a single man who would be able to 
make their way out of the city without being identified and captured. These manuscripts would be burned. The gold 
would return to the priests and generals. And all this work would have been in vain. My death, too’, Akhenaton 
added after a slight pause. 'Do you see all this Moses’? 

At this Moses glowed. But he hesitated. For he was faced with a moral dilemma. He could not promise to 
rebuild the City of the Sun. For it was not his vision. However surely his god had prepared this situation for Moses. 
Surely this was all the work of Moses' god. The one God Moses believed in. The one god he demanded that his 
subjects in Goshem also believe in, and worship, as their only god. He had made his leadership of them, and his 
generous treatment of them which left them as near to free men as any free man of Egypt, dependent upon this one 
condition. 

Moses was certain of it. His god had prepared this opportunity for Moses and his people. Surely it would be 
no poor reflection on himself if he should tacitly lie to this Pharaoh. For the Pharaoh was mistaken in his allegiances. 
He was not faithful to the one true god of Moses and his adopted people. So he would be bound by no oath to such a 
man. Such an oath was merely dead words falling from his lips. They would not contain his heart or soul. And so 
Moses quickly reconciled his own need for integrity with the obvious intentions of his god. It was surely God's will! 

All this while Akhenaton sensed that such deliberations were going on within Moses. If he had judged him 
correctly. If his spies reports had been accurate. If what he knew about the man would stand up to this present 
reality, then Moses would first resent having to lie, to betraying his own sense of integrity. But he would then find a 
way to interpret the situation as having been ‘arranged’ by his own god, the god he had adopted out there in the far 
off province he now governed. For it was said that he treated the slaves as his own people. It was said he had ‘chosen’ 
them as his own. They had accepted this Egyptian General and Governor as their leader. He had promised them he 
would lead them from Egyptian slavery to found a Kingdom of their own. 

And so Akhenaton was relieved to find that indeed he had judged this man correctly. He would betray him, 
yes, but in this betrayal he would serve his purposes. While the other Ark, and the bulk of the treasury, were right 
now floating down the Nile towards the Mediterranean sea, safe from the violence of priests, generals, and mobs, 
Moses would carry off this decoy maneuver. The generals, priests, and mobs would be distracted. They would chase 
after this Moses and his retinue. But only after he was well away. They would suspect nothing at first. Just another 
governor returning to the seat of power for orders. This sort of thing still occurred. For the priests believed that their 
plot had not been revealed. They were over-confident of their conspiracy. They did not believe that Akhenaton 
suspected anything. And so they let most of his governing go without intervention. They wanted to keep him 
unsuspecting until the final push. Then they would catch him unprepared. 

They left the retinues of governors and visitors from far off lands carry out their business unhindered. It 
would be ‘business as usual’ until the final attack was launched. And so, just days before the planned assault, Moses 
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was allowed to leave the city with a dozen covered wagons. He was a Governor, and so no guard dared inspect the 
caravan as it left through the city gates. Had the priests ever imagined they might be filled with gold, they would 
have torn their own hair out with grief for the loss of their most beloved treasure. For this treasure was their true 
god. The one god they worshiped. The gold and the power and privilege it represented. They might represent many 
gods, but in their hearts they loved only one. One god made up of the trinity of wealth, power, and privilege. 

Akhenaton waited with the calmness of a man who had accepted his fate. He would soon be dead. But what 
was death? Either a return to oblivion after a moment of noise and confusion. Or just the exit from one life and the 
birth into the next life. Into a new life. One of an unbroken, continual, indestructible, chain of lives. 

In any case he could now be sure that his vision would live on. The vision of “The Priests at On’. And he 
would surely return in one of his next lives to see it realised. 

Suddenly there was a commotion in the Palace foyer as a royal messenger returned from Akhenaton's fleet. 
He was struggling with the guards to gain entry. The Captain of Akhenaton’s personal guard looked to Akhenaton 
for a sign. Akhenaton quickly waved to him to allow the messenger to approach the throne. The Captain of the 
guards was a little confused, perturbed, and then worried when Akhenaton gestured to the messenger to approach 
him and to speak into his ear. 

The Captain's distress was soothed, however, as Akhenaton visibly relaxed and brightened. Surely good 
news! 

The news that had brought such relief to Akhenaton himself was that his royal fleet had entered the 
Mediterranean. Akhenaton only became aware of how tense he had actually been when this wave of relief washed 
over him. He was only human after all. It was human nature to fear failure, and death. 

The Captain of the guards returned to his command post relieved. It had been a tense week. All sorts of 
rumors had spread that a rebellion was on the cards. There were all sorts of whispers about secret deals being done 
between the Generals, the Priests, and the Palace Guard commanders. 

Akhenaton knew that his plan would only work if he could remain cool and act as if he had no idea of what 
was going on. He had to give his men time to 'sink' the treasure. He had to give Moses a few days head start. 

And so, with a sort of cheerful fatality, Akhenaton continued as if he had had no idea of the holocaust that 
awaited him. His heart broke time and time again to imagine his beautiful city in ruins. All his dreams. His beautiful 
vision of humans living in peace, mutual respect, and honesty. People sharing their burdens and rewards. A world 
devoid of dogma, of superstitions, of priests and their lies and corruption. A world defined by the golden rule, ‘to do 
unto others as you would like them to do unto you’. A world without slaves and masters. A world without the misery 
of war. It just broke his heart. 

On, Heliopolis, was his vision and his city. He would die with it. But in his death there would be no end to 
the vision. It would continue. And in his various next-lives he would see it realised. When? Where? Those were open 
questions. But his vision would one day be reality. Some -where, Some-time. Of that he was certain. It was this 
certainty of mind that allowed him to maintain his composure and peace of mind as he walked around his city for 
the last time, like a lover meeting with their beloved for the last time in this life. He was glad for this chance to say 
one last goodbye. No. Not goodbye, but simply adieu. Sure, it was painful. His heart ached at the beauty that he 
knew would not survive his destruction. But his heart leapt for the hope that his vision could never be destroyed. In 
this way he prepared himself for the loss of this city, and the loss of this life. 

His sister-wife Nefertiti had pleaded with him to come to some compromise with the Priests and Generals. 
As far as he knew, she had already prepared for the worst. She had called him ‘stubborn’, and yet her tone had been 
full of admiration and respect. She did not really understand. Maybe in this life she never would. But in a way that 
was good. 

For Akhenaton was sure that his wife had already formed an alliance with the Priesthoods and Generals that 
would ensure that their son, after the brief interregnum that was sure to follow the rebellion, would ascend to the 
throne. She was a good mother. She was a loving sister and wife. And Tutankhamen would make a great Pharaoh. 
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Akhenaton's dream, the dream of “The Priests at On’, would have to wait. 

Moses’ dream would come to fulfillment. For better or worse. He would thrive in the interregnum. The 
Generals would be too busy keeping the land together during the interregnum, and then fighting for a foothold in 
the new order that would emerge, to bother about chasing him and his people down. No. They were now free. Free 
to dream their own dream. Or to be more precise, Moses' dream. Those who would submit to him and his vision 
would thrive. Those who did not would be slaughtered. Moses was not going to tolerate anything less than absolute 
submission to his authority. You loved Moses, and did what he said, and in return he loved you. I mean, who doesn’t 
love what is theirs? But dare challenge his authority and you would soon learn to fear his wrath. Much like that 
God of his, though who'd dare to follow the implications of such a statement? 

Scribes had already written up the decrees freeing the slaves, and compensating them with the dozen wagons 
of gold and silver. Copies had been made. These would be ‘leaked’ to spies of the priests and generals. They would 
‘discover’ this and realise they had just let a fortune in gold escape their greedy hands. They would be distracted for a 
while from their plans to destroy Akhenaton, in their dash to recover the gold. And so it was. They assembled what 
they could of their own guard and elite units and began a headlong chase of Moses. 

Moses had already arranged, through intermediaries, for 100s of sailing vessels to await him at the Red sea. 
He had been forced to pay a large retainer in advance, against his better judgment. However the political turmoils in 
the capital had lead many captains of these ships to seek their fortunes elsewhere. Political upheavals were times of 
great opportunity for clever captains. War and revolution always offered the chance for looting, and for 'green-mail’, 
for many rich and powerful persons were willing to pay handsomely for a discreet passage, or for a hushed escape. 

And so it was to his dismay that his scouts returned from a forward reconnaissance to report that there were 
no ships awaiting him and his thousands of followers. 

He ordered the scouts to keep the news secret, and was determined to continue. Surely his god would 
provide for him. In any case there was no turning back now. They had come to far. He was committed to this 
‘exodus’. 

Far off in the distance Moses could make out clouds of dark smoke. Then he felt a distinct rumbling of the 
earth. It traveled up his feet and through his body until his head vibrated. Then he noted a strange smell in the air. 
Before he had time to consider the meaning of these things he felt a light pummeling of stones falling down around, 
and on him. The stones were strangely warm and had very little weight. What could it be? Moses commanded his 
retinue to stop and pray to their god. For surely this was a sign. Was their god not, in some dialects of his people's 
tongue, known as "The god of the volcano’? Yahweh? 

What Moses could not have known about was the volcanic eruption that had just begun over the horizon, in 
the middle of the Mediterranean Sea. The earth buckled, shook, and then in an instant, sunk over one meter. This 
produced a long slow wave which, to the ships of Akhenaton, was little more than a rolling swell. 

But this swell, over such a huge area, sucked in water from the entire Red Sea. Moses and his retinue were 
witness to a display of natural forces they could have no way of comprehending, other than as the intervention of 
their god. Proof of his existence. Proof of his love for them. And giving thanks, they rushed forward over the muddy 
plain left by the retreating waters. They moved as swiftly as they could. For though they believed it was the work of 
their god, they were not going to take their escape for granted. 

They saw ships wrecked on what had a few hours earlier been the bottom of the sea. They saw, ahead in the 
distance, what had been the shore of that sea. And turning, they saw a dust cloud approaching the ‘shore’ they had 
stood on, just a few hours before, in despair. And then they saw the army of chariots that was pursuing them. It 
seemed that no matter what their God did for them, they were doomed. 

Of course the scribes would have us believe that Moses and his troupe only just managed to reach the ‘other 
side’, with the Chariots only meters behind, as the sea came rushing back in a tidal wave of destruction. 

In reality Moses’ escape was a little less dramatic. But only a little. For the sea came rushing in slowly, until a 
solid wall of water waist deep was flowing, cutting off the General's and Priests quickly assembled charioteer forces. 


17 


At first the Generals ordered a few chariots into the water, seeing that it was only waist deep. However these were 
ripped from their wheels and crushed on the instant they entered the water. It was flowing so powerfully. And so the 
Generals turned on their heels, and made their way back to the city. 

The priests’ hearts were broken by the loss of so much of their gold. But they soon revived their spirits. For 
soon Akhenaton would be crushed, his ‘City of the Sun’ destroyed. There would be much new gold. There would be 
new imperial wars. New invasions of rich lands. The people would continue with their superstitious offerings to the 
priests, in the hope of their intercession on their behalf with the gods. 

And so, with the mobs within the City of the Sun's precincts, Akhenaton and his faithful retinue drank of 
the water of forgetfulness. The poison was sweet and full of the powders that had come from far away. They all felt a 
surge of feelings of well-being. They felt as one with the warming rays of the sun. They felt as one with the universe. 
And in this bliss of well-being and happiness, they lay down to a deep deep sleep. And within a short time each of 
them had left the ‘experience engines’ that they had identified with as their ‘self, and they were on their way to their 
next lives. 

They were already beyond the reach of the destructive malice of the mob well before it broke into the palace. 
Those among them who held positions of power and status and so had opportunities to visit the priests in their 
homes were surprised that the palace was so austere. It was not like the palaces of the Priests palaces. The priests’ 
palaces shone with gold and silver, tapestries, frescoes, and all manner of luxury. The priests’ palaces smelled of 
expensive perfumes. However this, the KINGS palace, was very simple. It was of very satisfying proportions, but not 
overly large. It was the proportions that gave it a feeling of well-being. It had many windows open to nature. It was 
full of luxuriant green potted plants. There were no symbols of power. Only the simple golden crucible that would 
be held up to ‘capture’ the sun each morning, and the ‘flame’ that held that sun's rays during the night. 

And laying on simple beds raised above the floor, were the dead King, and his retinue. 

In their rage, the Priests ordered that the city be completely raised. Not a stone should be left in position. 
Nothing at all was to be left to indicate that there ever WAS a city here, let alone the most beautiful, simple one of 
the most perfect proportions and design. No record should be left of the 'Atenic' religion of Akhenaton. No records 
of the teachings of “The Priests at On’. However the priests dared not touch those priests directly, for they were 
considered sacred by all. And of course priests protect their own. THEY had done nothing. “The Priests at On’ 
taught toleration of ALL religion. They had NOT been directly involved in Akhenaton's plans. They had in fact 
warned him that humanity was NOT ready for a religion without a personal gods. 

Humans, for the most part, NEEDED their gods. And they NEEDED them to be personal, and in forms 
they could related to. You might add some good ethics to religion, but in the end it was still going to be a form of 
slavery. Religion would promote wars and inequality. Religion was built of lies. But few people were ready for the 
truth. And so “The Priests at On’ had looked on with dismay at the destruction of Akhenaton's too precocious 
dreams and visions. And not a few mourned this loss. For they were human too. And many of them still harbored 
desperate dreams that somehow, some way, Akhenaton WOULD succeed. Succeed despite the odds of human 
nature being overwhelmingly against him. And so they returned to their secluded lives, reconciled to the need for 
supreme patience. It would take time. It would take MANY next-lives. 

But they WOULD prevail. In the mean time they would use THIS life as productively as possible. They 
would continue teaching the few who approached them, and showed promise of being in possession of the higher 
nature required of Priests at On. And they would accept the donations of the rich and powerful, despite realising 
that these offerings had been made with self-serving motives. For the rich thought that they might improve their 
own fortunes in war, in politics, and in their sex-lives, by giving to these Priests. And so they gave to almost ANY 
priest. They considered it an investment. The Priest's at On, unlike the other priests of other religions, could 
honestly say they WERE working towards the improvements of the fortunes of those who contributed. Only in 
their NEXT lives. Lives in which EVERYONE would enjoy a positive, favorable, desirable holistic inheritance. Lives 
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in which one person's good fortune was NOT payed for by another's BAD fortune. Lives in which none were slaves 
nor masters. 

Of course Moses left Akhenaton, to go down in history in his own right. In fact while Akhenaton was lost to 
the world for thousands of years, Moses became a well-known and respected figure. “The Priests at On’ had 
recognised that Moses, during HIS time as student among them, was more likely to succeed than Akhenaton. 
Akhenaton was desperate to implement the full vision of “The Priests at On’ immediately. Whereas Moses was more 
conservative. He was more patient. He was willing to compromise. His plan was not to eliminate all the gods, but 
simply to reduce their number down to one. One PERSONAL god that embodied all the qualities of the Egyptian 
Pantheon of gods. He saw that people needed gods. They needed a personal god they could appeal to. And they 
needed Priests and lots of ritual. It was a deep human need. And even if Moses had seen that it was men that had 
created gods, and not the other way around, that gods were fictions, he saw that the masses had not evolved yet to a 
stage where most of THEM would be able to accept that.. 

Whereas Akhenaton chose the impersonal sun, the source of all life on earth, as the focus of his new religion, 
with very little pandering to the masses’ need to RELATE to some force or power outside themselves on a 
PERSONAL level, Moses chose to create one new god. One god that would be the creator of everything. It would be 
a step in the right direction. Maybe one day the masses might be able to live without ANY gods at all. One day. But 
not today. Not for the foreseeable future. Moses’ one god would be the bridge between the many gods of the present 
and the world “The Priests at On’ worked and waited patiently for. A world with no gods. Where man took 
responsibility for his own salvation. 

The priests extirpated all evidence that Akhenaton had ever lived, had ever founded an alternative religion, 
or had built his ‘city of the sun’. And while Moses’ people would rebel against him, and kill him, they would later 
revive him in their writings. They would re-construct him to suit their purposes, to be sure. But still his fame would 
endure, even if only as some sort of comic book hero. For every culture needs its heroes. Every religion needs its 
super-men to act as sources of authority for the Priest's own words. And the beauty of such super-men is that you 
can ascribe any words you wish to them, for they can no longer contradict you. 

While the masses were suspicious of a mere mortal priest, they were happy to listen to the long-dead super- 
man's words, which the Priests merely repeated. If you wanted to be taken seriously, as a Priest, you had to be a great 
magician, have great personal charisma, or to merely be the spokesperson for some long dead god-man, super-man, 
or miracle worker. But it was too easy for the Priests, once they realised THEY wrote the books. The Priests 
WROTE history, literally. So they had the great leaders of the past, the heroes, the god-men, mouth their own 
words. And lo and behold, hallelujah, the people swallowed them. It was just too easy. The people WANTED to 
believe that such super-men had lived. For they were the proof that the god exists. And that gave them hope that the 
god might intercede for themselves also. And that gave people hope. And hope was the food of the masses. 
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Chapter Three: And the gold? 


Ah, ‘and the gold?’, you might well ask. So where did that gold end up? 

Akhenaton had consulted with “The Priests at On’ on this matter. And he had to agree that for now there 
was no natural born leader waiting in the wings, so to speak, eagerly waiting to have the baton passed onto him, to 
carry on Akhenaton’s failed mission. Moses was certainly not of this breed. 

For want of a better plan, it had been decided to 'sink' the ships somewhere in a harbor, or shallow bay, just 
deep enough so that you could find them again, ¿f you knew exactly where to look. But where you would never 
stumble across them by accident. 

Maps would be made using ciphers. They would be written in terms that only a dedicated and insightful 
student of “The Priests at On’, and of Akhenaton’s philosophy, would ever be able to de-cipher. And so only a person 
possessing the desired attributes would ever be able to recover the treasure. These attributes would ensure that the 
treasure would be employed in re-building, in a form appropriate to then current times, Akhenaton’s vision of the 
optimal society. 

Akhenaton’s scrolls, which detailed his philosophy and the protocols they inspired, were copied by scribes 
and distributed across the planet. Each generation using the available technologies they had at their disposal for this 
purpose. The teachings were adapted into popular myths, fairy-tales, and later novels and movies. Every effort was 
made to spread the teachings. But sadly they were mostly corrupted by the less noble and less enlightened human 
natures that interpreted, distorted, and corrupted them. For it was not enough that the message, the argument, 
should be perfectly compelling. It required that the reader and listener possess a nature much higher than that 
inherited by the mass of humanity. And sadly, it was often the most competent and talented of humans that failed 
miserably when it came to the nobility of their natures. 

So we got all manner of ‘religions’ and ‘dogmas’ and ‘creeds’ and 'pseudo-arguments' and specious 
philosophies. We got all manner of prophets and teachers who were never ever going to be able to really comprehend 
reality for themselves, let alone lead anyone anywhere they were likely to be happy being. They were reduced to 
making poor copies of earlier works of genius. They were reduced to the realm of politics, driven more by 
opportunism than any beautiful or noble principles. The few who did possess higher, more noble, more enlightened 
natures, well, they were usually systematically broken and extirpated by their contemporaries. Sadly it was often the 
supposed leaders in matters ethical, spiritual, and philosophical that did the greatest damage. For the wannabee 
philosophers, prophets, and leaders tended to feel a powerful antipathy to the real thing. They envied the authentic 
philosophers their genius. And they were jealous of their own reputations, power, and privilege. 

So it was the pretend-fake-wannabe philosophers, prophets, and spiritual leaders who were responsible for 
the destruction of the authentic ones. For it was not just the most obviously inferior that hated their betters. In fact 
it was those who came closest to the real genius that most hated them. For only they could truly appreciate the true 
prophets, the authentic philosopher’s genius, and therefore what they themselves had missed out on. Only they 
could truly value what they came so close to having themselves. So close, but never quite. And it was this that drove 
them on to a demoniacal hatred for those that did have this genius. 
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Chapter Four: The ‘gospel’ according to Paul 


Moses' new religion was originally modeled closely on the teachings of “The Priests at On’. It even managed to retain 
many of its virtues, despite pandering to the masses. However once the leader himself was dead, the new religion fell 
prey to all the ills that religion is prone to. What had started out as a compromise between the many gods and a 
world ruled by reason, soon developed all the worst characteristics of religion. A priest class emerged which was as 
corrupt as that of Ancient Egypt. They in fact adopted most of the rituals, attire, and practices of the Ancient 
Egyptian priesthood. This included their lust for personal power, privilege, and luxury. Most of the original 
principles handed down through Moses from “The Priests at On’ were lost. The new religion was really just the old 
one with fewer gods. One god. But nothing else had changed. And so the vision of “The Priests at On’, which 
Akhenaton had died trying to realise, was no closer to realisation than it had been thousands of years before. 

But many of the transcripts that Akhenaton had sent off along with those ships carrying more ‘worldly’ 
treasures, on that long-ago fateful day, ultimately found their way into the hands of scholars around the 
Mediterranean. They travelled with merchants, book-sellers, and travelling ‘sophists as far as India, and then onto 
the ‘New World’ of the Americas. And while many of the finer points of Akhenaton’s teachings were surely lost in 
translation into the many languages of the world, the general spirit of the philosophy of “The Priests at On’ survived 
in this way. And it was by way of this circuitous route that the man we know as Paul became infused with the same 
zeal that had possessed Akhenaton. He would suffer a similar fate. But he too would play his part in promoting the 
teachings, and vision, of “The Priests at On’. 

Paul soon knew what his message to the world would be. But who would listen to him? He was a nobody. 
He had no authority. Why should anyone listen to him? But Paul had read Plato. He saw how Plato had constructed 
Socrates, ‘Master of Life’ into a super-man, a figure of authority. He had ascribed him super-human virtues. He had 
him produce sons at the age of 70. He had him reject all worldly pleasures and power. He had oracles prophecise his 
birth. Plato then placed his own arguments in the super-man's mouth. This gave Plato's arguments a ‘transferred 
authority’. Plato's arguments now enjoyed the authority of having come from a super-man. They were the wise 
words of a super-man. A man the masses would surely listen to. 

Paul understood this. And so he looked for his own 'super-man’. In fact he realised that, if he wanted people 
to listen, he would have to go Plato one better. To ‘out-do’ Plato. He would have to compete with the priests who 
claimed to speak with the Authority of Moses and his God. And so Paul knew he would have to speak for a god 
himself. 

The inspiration came to him one day as he was travelling to Damascus on ‘business’. His business was to 
‘put down’ and ‘punish’ the leaders of a new Cult that had emerged, and which the Roman Authorities considered a 
nuisance, and a real potential risk to the peace and unity of the Roman Empire. 

From what Paul came to understand about the new Cult, which called itself ‘Christianity’, it was based 
around a man who claimed to be a God. A God-man. A man who was both a super-man and a god. The idea had 
captured the people’s imaginations. The man, Jesus, had attracted thousands of followers who listened to him as one 
who spoke with the authority of a god. 

Paul reflected how Plato’s writings were respected, not because of their own merit, but because they were 
supposed to be the words of the Super-man Socrates. The ‘master of life’ Socrates. 

Surely the people would listen to him, Paul, if he spoke with the authority of such a god. Surely Paul could 
use this new Christian Cult to promote his own ideas of the ideal society. As Plato had used Socrates to promote his 
own ‘Republic’. 
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Paul met with the leaders of the new Cult. He found a lot of different groups of people and organized them 
as best he could. He took their many different “Gospels’, and combined them, with his own writings, into a new 
‘Bible’. He placed the ideas he had gleaned from his studies of manuscripts indirectly passed down from Akhenaton, 
into the mouth of a God-man they called Jesus. 

And while Paul too, like Moses, was killed for being just too evolutionarily advanced for the times he lived 
in, much of his message managed to survive, in corrupted form. For the Roman authorities, seeing the chance to 
centralize all power in Rome, adapted the new Cult of Christianity to form a new religion. A religion that would be 
based in Rome. A religion that would have no toleration for any other religion. A religion that would make Rome 
into the world’s superpower. A religion for a New World Order. A one world government, ruled from Rome. A 
religion based on submission to authority. Blind submission based on unquestioning faith. A religion that the masses 
would be compelled, by fates worse than death, to ‘outsource’ all their thinking to. 

To say history has a habit of repeating itself would be understatement. For sadly this new religion, founded 
with all the hopes and dreams of finally escaping from the past, of course became corrupted in time. Once more a 
priest class emerged which abused the institutions as a means to its own selfish ends. Priests became Princes of the 
Church. They built palaces for themselves. They accumulated power, property, and wealth. They cynically exploited 
the masses superstitious natures without any heed for any principle that might vaguely resemble the supposed 
‘beliefs’ of their ‘faith’. 

So Paul, Like Moses and Akhenaton before him, was to prove once more what “The Priests at On’ always 
feared. Humans were just not ready for their teachings. The mass of humanity had simply not evolved to that level 
yet. 

But this did not mean that all had been in vain. For around the world, over the centuries, the teachings of 
“The Priests at On’ managed to survive, as belief systems flourished and withered, as nations rose and fell. 

Throughout history men and women had gathered together in closed communities and attempted to live 
according to their principles of justice, truth, reason, and beauty. They did their best to ‘live in Ma at’. They 
maintained the legacy of all those who had gone before them. They, like “The Priests at On’, kept to themselves. 
They lived in isolation. They lived modestly. They accepted the children of the rich and powerful as students. They 
were ever hopeful of finding another Akhenaton. For it was only Akhenaton who had ever fully embodied all the 
principles of “The Priests at On’ in one individual. And only he had had the power to realise their vision. But he had 
failed. The time had not been right. He had simply been born too early. He had been much too ahead of his time. 

All those other prophets and leaders like Moses and Paul simply did not possess the true nature of an 
Akhenaton. They were too willing to lie. They were too willing to pander to the masses. They were doomed to re- 
produce the old religions. They tried to build truth from lies. All you got were more lies, and the same old religion. 
All that changed were a few superficialities of dogma and language, and ritual. 

No, if you were going to really realise Akhenaton’s vision you had to begin as you intended continuing. You 
would be defined by your means as much as your ends. It was no point trying to justify your means by your ends. 
They had to be complementary. They had to be consistent. For the strength of any living thing is its integrity. The 
same holds for institutions. Unless all the parts are integrated to form a strong whole, the organism, the organisation, 
will dis-integrate. It will become corrupt and perish. It will become rotten and foul. It will need to be slaughtered to 
stop it poisoning and polluting all those around it, and contaminating its environment. 
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Chapter Five: The Russian Connection 


It is 1945. We follow Soviet officials as they desperately search through a German monastery in the now Soviet 
occupied East Germany. Their desperation and excitement is clear. There is nothing about them to identify them as 
agents of the K.G.B, except perhaps that they are very well fed and clothed. Also they are ordering Red Army units 
around with the arrogance only people with the power of life and death can have. 

Clearly the rank and file soldiers recognise whatever authority they have. For their officers, even as high as 
Generals, take every chance to appear solicitous, almost fearful, in bending to the every whim of the civilians. 

Now and then the Generals’ faces betray some hints of resentment or incredulity, and yet they never dare 
openly express the slightest opposition to these well dressed, softly spoken, civilians. The seniority of rank is thus 
clear, without ever being displayed by any salute or other token. It is understood that the men act with the authority 
of Stalin himself. Without any accountability to anyone except that ‘Man of Steel’. They are the high priests of the 
new almighty Lord of Russia. 

Suddenly it is clear that they have found what they came for. The secrecy surrounding their mission is 
emphasized when they order everyone to leave immediately. Even the Generals. They do not protest. Clearly they 
dare not. Who are these men then? They bear no rank, but all the hallmarks of authority. It is in their bearing. The 
way they speak quietly, expecting that others will be listening keenly for their every word. They order people about 
in calm voices, clearly knowing that everyone will do exactly as they say without question. 

The soldiers leave in trucks. The General follows in a staff car. However a few kilometers up the road 
machine guns open fire on the convoy. We see the General hit, and men falling onto the ground as they try to run 
from the now stalled trucks. We see bullet holes in the truck windows, the drivers slumped over their wheels. The 
firing continues until there is no movement to be seen. Then men emerge from the road-side and begin shooting 
rounds into the soldiers’ heads from pistols, at close range. 

Back at the monastery the well-dressed men gather around a large oaken chest. Guards posted outside the 
doors have been ordered to shoot anyone approaching. They themselves will be shot if they dare look inside at the 
proceedings. But there is no need to tell them this. They heard the gunfire down the road and were smart enough 
not to ask any questions. This was the Red Army. This was Stalin's army. This was Stalin's new world order. You did 
as you were told. If you weren't murdered by another ‘comrade’ today, then you considered yourself lucky to have 
one more night to live. If you survived a week, then maybe you might survive a month. Further than that you dared 
not look. Those who did paid with their lives, or ended up enduring fates worse than death in Stalin’s Gulags and 
other slave-labor driven ‘enterprises’ of “The Party’, 

The men re-seal the oaken chest carefully, and with a sense of urgency call for men to carry the chest out to 
the waiting armored command vehicle. It is driven to the railway, where an armored rail car has been waiting for 
several hours already, its engines left idling in anticipation. A detachment of K.G.B guards see the armored 
command vehicle approaching and immediately open the sliding doors and lower a ramp. The vehicle approaches, 
slows, then with a grinding of gears and clutches heaves itself up the ramp into the car. Immediately the doors are 
once more closed. The train growls with a diesel groan as it breaks the massive weight of its cargo free from the forces 
of inertia, begins its journey to Moscow. 

At the Kremlin a phone begins glowing red and a muted ringing can be heard across the gilded room. A 
room built by the Tsar, and now occupied by his murderers. A hand reaches out. A hand that has signed the death 
warrants of millions of men, women, and children. A hand that knows no mercy. A hand that serves only its own 
master. Ironically the hand of the 'man of steel’ is deformed and weak. It barely manages to hold the receiver. But it 
only needs to perform this task for a moment as the listener hears those few words "We have it’. For one of the few 
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times in its life, the face of 'the man of steel’ breaks into a smile. And so Stalin walks across the gilded room where 
Tsars once received Kings and Queens and Popes and Diplomats of foreign powers, and looks at himself in the large 
gold bordered mirror. ‘It is mine’. 'It is mine’, the self-satisfied voice iterates with a manic joy. 

But what could it possibly be? This man has everything. He has hundreds of millions of men living in fear of 
him. He has millions of children and women who love him as their father, the ‘father of all the Soviets’. What could 
be so valuable and so secret that hundreds of men must die, simply on the off chance they might have the slightest 
idea of what it was that the well-dressed men had found? 

No, no nonsense about ‘holy grails’ now. No. This man is no fool. Foolish he is not. But greedy he is. His 
greed is insatiable. All the gold in Russia will not satiate him. Nor will it finance his dreams. No. Only the gold of 
Akhenaton could satiate him. If indeed it is true what those old men in the hermitage said. If it is true what those 
ancient documents in The Hermitage in Leningrad say, to those men and women who claim to know how to 
interpret them. 

If this chest contains what the German prisoners claimed, well... Yes of course men under torture will say 
anything to get you to stop torturing them. But it was more than that. His top aides personally interrogated several 
of the priests of the German monastery. He also had Russian priests approach them, pretending to be offering their 
support to fellow men of the Church. 

All the information he got had pointed to the same conclusion. The conclusion those researchers from The 
Hermitage had come to decades earlier. These researchers had been granted a Royal Patent by the Tsar himself to 
visit the monastery and to begin the slow process of setting up relations between the Russian Orthodox Church and 
the Abbott of that German monastery. 

Why? Since when did Tsars give a damn about religious relics? What interest could the mighty Russian 
Orthodox Church have in forming close ties with a German Lutheran monastery? 

The Hermitage’s researchers had also formed close ties with with Egyptian artifact smugglers and corrupt 
officials of the national museum in Cairo. It was in this way that they, at huge expense, through bribes of sex and 
trades of precious historical artefacts from the Hermitage’s massive collection, had gained access to artifacts from the 
Cairo museum that had never been put on display to the public, and now never would be. 

The Ark of the Covenant between the ‘Lord’ from Sirius, the Dog Star, and the Pharaoh, Tutankhamun, 
was on display. However the Ark of his father, Amenhotep, self-named Akhenaton, had zever been found. Well at 
least that was the official story. A story belied by the very fact that Stalin was, in full confidence, awaiting the arrival 
of that very artefact. And the solution it promised, to the mystery of the location of Akhenaton’s ‘sunken’ treasure. 

Leningrad? What did Stalin care for that city? He hadn’t cared for it when it was called St. Petersburg, and 
home to the Tsars. He had re-named it in honor of his own creation, the god-man Lenin. Like Plato with Socrates, 
and Paul with Jesus, Stalin had seen that he could first create a god-man, and then put his own words into that god 
man’s mouth. In this way his own words would be granted the transferred authority of a god man. 

Though ‘Uncle Joe Joe’ considered himself more god than man, he knew that the people would never accept 
such self-aggrandizement. No, they insisted that their idols be dead. So Stalin had initiated the cult of Lenin, raising 
Lenin to the heights of martyr, saint, and people’s hero. He had then re-written history. He had ascribed all his own 
opinions to that now dead idol. And the people had bought the fiction. They now accepted Stalin’s own mediocre 
ideas as the now-holy articles of faith of the god-man Lenin. 

Lenin had not really cared one way or the other whether Hitler took Leningrad. Leningrad had no oil fields. 
It was of little military significance. Only Stalin knew what Hitler was after. And it was not the city itself. It was a 
secret that lay buried in miles and miles of the Hermitage’s underground archives. Neither Hitler nor Stalin knew 
precisely what that secret was. Only that it was a key to the solution of their shared puzzle. The puzzle of 
Akhenaton’s sunken gold. 
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Stalin may have never have gotten to kill Hitler. Or even to know Hitler’s final fate. For all his best 
informant’s best information, for all anyone knew, Hitler had escaped. This fact had seared itself into Stalin’s 
consciousness. He would never know. 

Stalin had to make do with half of the German territories, and hundreds of thousands of German slave 
workers. That and the confidence that, now that Hitler was out of the picture, he, Stalin, was now the lone runner in 
a race which had, as their prize, the greatest treasure ever known to mankind. 

The true prize he had stolen from the grasp of his mortal enemy Hitler was this Oak chest. If it contained 
what they all suspected, then it would represent a greater prize than the entire German empire. 

At news of the Red Armies conquest of Berlin, and occupation of Eastern Europe, Stalin was only briefly 
distracted from his intent conversations with the old men and women he had ordered to be brought to him in the 
Kremlin. They were to be treated like princes, he had ordered. Nothing was to be withheld from them. Every 
resource was to be at their disposal. They were given living quarters within the Kremlin walls, and strict orders were 
given that none be allowed to leave nor to speak with anyone except himself. 

Hitler's team of experts had been unable to crack the mystery. But they had not had the advantages that he, 
Stalin had had. 

Had Hitler's Generals known the real reason for Hitler’s invasion of Leningrad, they might have thought 
their Fuhrer mad. As it was, they simply considered him incompetent. The truth would have stunned them. It was 
not the city that he was after. No. It was The Hermitage. Well. To be more precise, a mere few artifacts that lay deep 
in the vaults of that palace of culture and art. 

But even as Stalin had his new team of specialists hard at work, one young man, and one very old one, were 
putting the final touches to the ruination of the 'man of steel's' dreams of treasure. For they were just then, with the 
greatest imaginable care, moving a small number of artifacts from their ‘registered’ addresses in the labyrinth of The 
Hermitage's storage vaults, to new places where no-one, without their help, would ever find them. 

There was a good chance it would cost them their lives, should anyone discover their deception. But they 
would have new lives, they were sure. Was the life in this regime was not really worth living, in any case? They had 
no reason to fear torture. Not because they were especially brave. And not because they weren't certain to be 
tortured, should they be found out. No. The reason they had no fear of torture was that they had prepared vials of 
poison, from ancient Atenic recipes. 

And so as the small team worked enthusiastically in the gilded halls of the Kremlin, enjoying caviar, 
champagne, and all manner of luxuries they had never dreamed of ever seeing again in their lifetimes, two relatively 
insignificant people were just then laying the foundations of their failure, and thus their doom. For ‘the man of steel’ 
did not tolerate failure in anyone working for him. He was the generous father to those who served him well. But to 
anyone who failed him, let alone dared consider opposing his will, he was a cruel tyrant. 

He would enjoy the suffering of anyone who might dare to frustrate him in the satisfaction of his will. 

It was one reason why every engineering project in the U.S.S.R would be finished on schedule, and to a 
completely unsafe and miserable standard! And it would be the reason why no-one would ever report of that fact. 
For everyone knew what happens to the messenger. And thus all the great plans of the ‘Great Father’ were completed 
on time, and on budget, and almost nothing at all ever functioned in the entire Soviet Union! Within years of his 
death most of his grand projects had proven utter, miserable failures. His entire life, and all the misery and suffering 
he had imposed upon hundreds of millions of people, proved to have been completely in vain. 

We do not need to know about any more pointless suffering at the hands of a lunatic despot, and so we will 
not follow his story in detail. Needless to say Stalin’s team failed. They were deported to Siberia. There they were 
worked to death in Stalin’s gulag system of slave labor. A system developed for his personal enrichment. For the 
projects were officially state funded. Only the funds were not spent on the workers. No. Stalin quickly learned from 
Hitler that you could amass a fortune simply by declaring the rich to be ‘criminals’, taking their wealth for yourself, 
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and then employing the people as slave labor in your own factories, or hiring them out to others who would pay you 
for their slave-labor. 

And the two Hermitage archivists who had risked their lives. And even worse. Fates worse than death? 
Around 3 a.m. one morning they heard knocking on the doors downstairs, and realising the significance of a knock 
on the door at 3 a.m under the Stalin regime, they each took a long swallow of the vials they had kept near their 
persons since the war. By the time the Secret Police had made their way up the stairs the two were beyond any 
response to the torture and brutality they were ‘scheduled’ to receive at the hands of Stalin's ‘justice’ system. 

You see, apparently, the key to the puzzle they had been about to solve lay in a number of artifacts, which, 
somehow, had been mislaid. They were not in their correct places. And it might take years to sort out the mess. If at 
all. For, they tried to help Stalin understand, there were just too many artifacts and precious works of art in the 
Hermitages vaults, not the least due to the massive ‘rape’ of the museums of the conquered territories after WWII. 

Especially now as the Red Army had occupied Eastern German, and the whole of Eastern Europe. They had 
continued to pillage the public and private collections of the lands which lay within the ‘Iron Curtain’. In fact just 
recently they had had to ‘catalog’ fifty train carriages full of such precious treasures. Many of them had been seized 
from the private collections of the Nazi's. Of course they would not dare mention those ‘liberated’ from the national 
museums of the many countries they now occupied, and from the private collections of their richest citizens! 

The mistake these archivists had made was understandable, from their point of view. Up until then Stalin 
had treated them to the best of the best. They had seen his ‘chocolate side’. They naively trusted in his good sense of 
judgment and fair-play. Oh how they would regret that mistake. A more political constitution of mind would have 
lead them to keep the ‘problem’ to themselves. If only they had just kept on working, and making incremental 
progress, little discoveries now and then, they might have outlived their ‘great leader’. 

But they made the mistake of confiding in him. They were so childish in their trust and faith in his goodwill 
and good nature. So bitterly mistaken! And so they had just went and revealed all they knew. No. If they had been 
worldlier, they would have just pretended that everything was going along fine. Like all the other ‘leaders’ of industry 
and agriculture who maintained the official fiction “There are no problems here’. 

If they had known better, they would have acted as if any moment might bring the breakthrough in their 
research that Stalin so eagerly anticipated. They would never ever had been honest. Only a fool would dare be honest 
with such a cruel, vicious, nasty character as Stalin. But sadly, from the world's cynical way of looking at things, they 
were fools. Good natured fools whose trust in their leader, and their own good will, would lead them to their own 
destruction. 

Stalin, at this news, had exploded in an uncontrollable, demented rage. He waved his sickly arm awkwardly 
as he pounded the air with his good arm. He swore in his native Ossettian, and then in Georgian and Russian, and 
even English and German. He was furious with venomous hatred for everyone and everything. He ordered that The 
Hermitage should be burnt to the ground, with every member of staff inside. He swore he would make the men who 
had opposed his will in losing the artifacts wish they had never been born. Their mothers will wish they had never 
given birth to them. Their father will wish they had never ‘fucked those bitch whores' in the first place. 

He yelled out orders left and right, swearing and cursing, until his private doctor, who was always on hand, 
came in, and motioned to the team of experts to leave. They had been completely caught off-guard by this display of 
Stalin's. it was so out of keeping with the mild mannered, friendly, helpful, good natured, joking, kind-hearted, 
understanding ‘Uncle Joe’ they had come to know and love. 

They were justifiably terrified. However to the Doctor this was ‘par for the course’. He'd seen his patient fly 
off into such rages at the slightest frustration of his will. He didn't fear him anymore. He knew this monster’s days 
were numbered. He was, after all, his personal doctor. He knew that Stalin would soon be dead. Stalin was just a 
man. A man who had lost all trace of humanity. A man who had sold his soul to his ambition. An ambition that 
worked on his very core like a cancer, until it had sucked his body dry of any vitality. Until his mind was like a 
deranged dog. Literally barking mad. His soul had long shrunken and sought shelter in the furthest reaches of his 
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body. Too far from his heart. His heart was sickening. He was rotting from the inside out. His hatred had burned up 
his life force. His nights were haunted by the screams of those he had had tortured. Haunted by the questions of 
fatherless and motherless orphans enquiring of him “Where is mama? Where is Papa?’ 

Of course he'd never dare speak a word of it. In fact he had been concealing the monster's symptoms from 
him with various pain-killers and treatments to mask the symptoms. He was not going to end up in Siberia, for 
having failed his master. No. His master would certainly die soon enough. But without any warning. He would 
appear to be in good health, and then, suddenly, before he had any time to send his loyal Doctor to be tortured and 
shipped off to some Gulag, to be worked to death. No. Stalin would one day fall into a coma, from which he would 
not awake. He would have no chance to blame anyone for his fate. But right up until this moment, as far as his 
Doctor was concerned, and for all official purposes, Stalin was fit and healthy. There would be no problems here! 

And so the Doctor gave Stalin one of his patent injections. This calmed the 'Great man' down. Of course no 
orders would be sent to burn down The Hermitage. But someone would have to pay. That was unavoidable. He only 
hoped they would see it coming, and avoid it, in the Atenic tradition. He kept his own vials in his vest pocket. He 
was not going to be tortured and worked to death. No, when his time came, he would pass from this life to his next 
lives peacefully and calmly, even with a great deal of pleasure! 

Now the two loyal Atenists who, in 'mislaying’ the artifacts, had sent Stalin into his current rage, and his 
team of specialists to Siberia, had quickly improvised a plan. The plan required that a number of artifacts be so 
placed together in such an arrangement, one that employed a system of mirrors, that their glyphs could be assigned 
archive locations. 

It was not as hard as it sounded. For the archivists were free to choose their new archival position, within the 
huge Hermitage collection. 

They gathered together all the Egyptian artifacts pertaining to the period in question, that of Akhenaton's 
brief reign. They looked for glyphs and artifacts they could retrospectively 'fit' to the numbering system of their 
archives. Of course to anyone coming after the event, it would look like some sort of ‘revelation’. It would appear to 
be some sort of ‘magical’ co-incidence. 

That the co-ordinates of one ancient document could match the physical location of artifacts within the 
huge Hermitage collection? Surely some sort of sorcery? Surely some significant, meaningful synchronicity? 

That was how the Bible 'prophecies' worked. You wrote a book today, claimed it was thousands of years old, 
and then marveled at how accurately it had managed to predict events that happened a few hundred years ago, and 
which were historically documented! 

It was in fact this insight that had given the older man the idea in the first place. And so they would 
construct their own ‘amazing’ co-incidences. All it would take would be for some future Atonist, well versed in the 
operations of the Hermitage, and in the history of Akhenaton, to ‘discover’ the artifact collage they were just now 
putting together, and make the connections. 

They would send this ‘collage’ by way of the diplomatic bag of the Spanish consulate. They had made such 
arrangements before. With the collage would be instructions for the local branch of Atenic knights as to how the 
artifacts were to be finally ‘treated’. The specially etched mirrors would be sent via the French Consulate, to make 
any solution of the puzzle even more unlikely. 
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Chapter Six: On the move, again 


Always moving. Always moving to just another horrid dirty flat that needed to be cleaned. And then, six months, or 
a year at most later, something would happen. Always some conflict would emerge and he would just get fed up. He 
had his principles. 

They were pretty much all he had. This was probably why he was loath to compromise them. And so if he 
couldn't live in peace with himself, his landlord, or his neighbors, S'arodnap would just move on. 

To be honest often it was just an excuse, a pretext. The landlord would try to overcharge a little, the 
neighbors would show no consideration, or the unemployment office would try to force him into doing something 
exploitive or just plain dumb. This would give S'arodnap the push to move on. At heart he had already wanted to, 
before the pretext arrived. But he needed some impetus to follow his desire, and overcome the objections of a nature 
which was loath to go through all the stress of moving, and even more so to suffer any avoidable expenditure. And all 
that cleaning! 

The pattern emerged pretty quickly. After agonising over the idea of moving for weeks on end, he would 
finally settled for the cheapest flat he could find within a few kilometers, walking distance, of a reasonably sized 
discount supermarket. 

Loath to be dependent on anyone for anything, he carried all his possessions himself. And so you would have 
been surprised, like all the others, to see a young man carrying an office chair on his head, or a mattress slung across 
his back, leaning forward to take the weight and to balance the load. 

You might have seen him in the morning, on your way to work, and then in the evening, on your way home 

from work. If you went shopping later, then you would once again see him, trudging between his old flat and his new 
flat, carrying boxes, bags, pillows, and the like. And you probably would have wondered why he didn't just get a cab, 
or take a bus. 

But that would have cost money. Money you didn't spend was money you didn't have to enslave yourself for, 
and worse, prostitute your principles for. You could not possibly remain mentally and spiritually independent unless 
you were also financially independent. And so the fewer people and things you needed, the freer you were to be true 
to yourself, and to your beliefs. 

You might not have noticed, but S'arodnap cut his own hair. His clothing all came from the second hand 
shops. He fed himself on whatever the supermarkets had massively marked down in price, it having reached or even 
over-reached its 'best-by' date. It made shopping an adventure. He never knew what he might find. A tasty salad. 
Some chocolate soy milk. Delicious breads with dates, potato, nuts, or herbs. Soups and vegetable patties. Soy salami. 
And sometimes nuts and dried fruits. He'd eat anything he found that was especially cheap, and even better if it was 
actually healthy as well. 

But some days he only ate cakes, as they were the only mark-downs he could find that day. Of course this 
sort of junk-food binging would balance itself out by those days he was unlucky in his hunt for marked-down food, 
and ate no more than a vitamin, some 50% complete-protein soy powder with warm water and sweetener, and some 
semolina. 

He had found that you could make semolina perfectly well without a stove. He would simply sprinkle the 
semolina into boiled water as he stirred it, leaving it to, for the most part, dissolve. It was instant, really, and he 
wondered why no-one had ever referred to semolina as ‘Instant’ semolina. He had discovered this by accident, having 
one day found himself hungry but with no pots, let alone a stove to cook on. 
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He was a writer. And worse. A Philosopher. It was unlikely anyone would every pay him for his work. He 
couldn't even count on anyone ever even reading his books, let alone giving him any credit for all the hard work, 
frustration, and sacrifice that went into his books. 

As he could never count on an income from his work, he always lived below his means, no matter how low 
they were. Always saving so that he would be free to write and think as long as possible, no matter whether anyone 
ever rewarded him for his efforts. 

Of course he had timed his move precisely, to avoid paying even a single day’s double rent. So he had to be 
sure to get all his stuff out of the old flat, and into the new, in one day. In the end it was late that night before 
S'arodnap finally collapsed on his mattress, exhausted. In no time he had fallen into a deep sleep. 

He awoke with the sun shining through the windows, and the morning traffic hustling into town. He made 
himself coffee the way he had learned in Eastern Germany, placing a heaped spoon of coffee grounds with some 
artificial sweetener tabs, then pouring not-quite-boiling water over them, and stirring vigorously. 

While he left the cup for a few minutes to give the coffee grounds a chance to settle, he re-filled the electric 
kettle with exactly one cup of water from the sink. The room temperature water would be warmed up by the residual 
heat in the kettle. It would then take less time and energy to heat the water for his next cup. He always woke himself 
up with two big cups of coffee. It was his favorite part of the day. Often the only part of the day he could honestly 
look forward to. 

Invariably these two cups would be followed by several more as the day progressed. 

He sat looking out the window, then turned to survey his new flat. You always noticed more dirt and stains 
after you'd moved in, S'arodnap noted to himself with displeasure. They never gave you enough time to make a 
thorough inspection. And once you'd moved in you were stuck with whatever you had failed to notice. Oh well, at 
least it was only a tiny flat. 16 meters square. The bathroom had been renovated a few years back, so at least that was 
a refreshing change. 

He was also glad of the bath-tub. He could stand in it with the plug in, and wash in about half a bucket of 
warm water, soaping himself up, then washing the suds off with a microfiber cloth, and rinsing himself off with a few 
cups of warm water. 

Then he could wash that day’s socks, and a shirt or pair of pants, in the sudsy water. The water could then be 
scooped up into a bucket and used to clean the mop in, and then later flush the toilet. And so his water bills were so 
low they often sent inspectors round to check that his meters were working correctly. This was one of the common 
reasons he had conflicts with neighbors and landlords. They just wouldn't accept that he could get by with so little 
water. He got by with so little everything. In summer he only used cold water. 

He looked around for any hooks or existing holes he could screw a screw into, to hand up some of his 
clothing. He rarely had the luxury of a cupboard. He had a mattress, table, and office chair. And an electric kettle. 
That was about all he needed. 
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Chapter Seven: Why do they always try to make me out to be a bad person? 


As he stood at the window he was irritated by a number of flies. Their restless, frantic attempts to get out put him on 
edge. He looked around the room and saw many more flying around the light in the middle of the room. Round and 
round and round and...Something about the mindlessness. The frantic mindlessness. 'A tale told by an idiot, full of 
sound and fury, signifying nothing’. That was Shakespeare on human life. S'arodnap made no distinction between 
human life and the life of other animals. Was there any real difference between most humans and these flies. It just 
got to him. This mindless, pointless frantic action. He couldn't bear it. He needed calm, and these flies ruined it all 
for him. So he looked around for something to 'shush' them out of the room with. 

He found a large envelop. He opened the window, and began fanning the flies towards the open window, to 
freedom. But they seemed, in his mind, to find it an amusing game. They appeared, in his mind, to be amused by his 
irritation with them. They would dare contradict his will! Didn't they understand that he could not bear their 
presence? The alternative was death. Most people would just kill them. And they seemed to treat this as a game. No 
respect. No-one takes me seriously, he bemoaned to himself. 

And so he began whacking them. He felt the envelope connect with the flies as he swooshed it through the 
air to strike them down. He gave them a quick death by stepping on them as they lay unconscious on the ground, or 
simply dazed. They then seemed to get the idea, and most headed for the window. Many flew right out the right 
hand window that could be opened. However the larger part of the window was fixed and could not be opened. And 
this is where some flies insisted on seeking their freedom. 

Now that they were close to the open window, S'arodnap exercised the greatest patience he could, trying to 
‘blow’ them in the direction of the open window. And yet they ‘fought’ his attempts. They thwarted his attempts to 
save them. In his mind it was as if they were denying his good will. They were insinuating that he was trying to harm 
them, and they were not going to let him. NO. The harder he blew the harder they gripped to the window. 

But then he blew hard and sharp. In this way many were forced towards the open window, and then once in 
the open they flew to freedom. 

But still, some remained stubbornly insisting that S'arodnap was a bad man. He was trying to trick them. 
No. They would not move. And their stubborn denial knew no bounds. When he brushed the envelope along the 
window pane they held fast to the window, and S'arodnap was appalled to see them smeared across the glass. 

Why do people do that? Why do they have to stubbornly refuse to accept my good intentions? Why do they 
insist on defining me as a bad person? It was all the same with him. Flies. People. In fact the fly appeared to be a 
much more sophisticated and competent animal. It could, after all, fly. It was small but complete. It lived off rubbish. 
It laid its eggs in dead animals and animal waste. In many ways it was a superior animal. It must be great to be a fly. 
Live only a few days. But flying free. Eating. Fucking. Then dying. What a marvel of evolution, that fly. What did the 
life of most humans have to offer in comparison? 

S'arodnap was as pleased with the flies that took his ‘hints' and let him save them, as he was utterly 
unforgiving and hateful of the ones that resisted him. 

And he was sure they understood him now. For before the flies would hang around the window quite 
calmly, seeking, again and again, to fly through the glass. Never learning any lessons. Just stubbornly trying the same 
strategy that had failed each other time. Again and again. For they had no other strategy. But that did not mean they 
were incapable of learning. NO. 

S'arodnap plainly saw how the flies would, after his earlier ‘attacks’ on the flying flies, now begun to panic 
when he approached them where they were trying to push through the glass. It was undeniable. It was clear. They 
were panicking and out of their brains at his approach. This was clear evidence they had understood him before. In 
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his mind it was clear. Yes, they had been playing with him. They had been deliberately playing with him. It made him 
furious. 

But in a moment this fury was replaced with compassion. His natural state was compassion. He had to be 
pushed towards anger. Once the initial impulse of anger subsided, his empathy for their fear and terror softened 
him. And once more he patiently tried to blow the flies across to the open window. And when he managed, with a 
violent gust to move the thing in the right direction, and then watched it fly out to freedom, he was genuinely 
uplifted and happy for the little creature. 

He then closed the window to prevent any more flies getting into the room. Prevention was always the best. 
For he hated such scenes. He hated having to deal with other people's problems. If only they would listen there 
would de no problems. And always they responded to his attempts to help, to his ideas, as if he was a bad person with 
bad intentions. 

It was so unfair on him. It was not Ais fault there was so little synergy in the world. He never wanted to 
harm, well, a fly. And he only did so when his furious frustration got the better of him. As soon as they co-operated, 
he was all calm and positive and full of good will. He didn't want to hurt a fly. And when he killed, he did so swiftly 
and surely. He wouldn't think of using a pesticide. And those horrible sticky strips people hung from their ceilings. 
He could not stand such horrific cruelty. Certainly he would never want to suffer such a terrible fate. And wasn’t the 
basis of any real ethic the golden rule? Do unto others as you would like them to do unto you? 

How many worms had he saved after the rains had washed them onto the footpath, to be left vulnerable to 
the sun once the rain passed? How many times had he bent down, found a stick, and then used it to carry the worm 
across to the cool soil? How many snails had he picked up and ‘ferried’ across the bicycle path, so they might avoid 
the fate of their less fortunate fellows? 

No matter how self-conscious he felt of others around him, watching, deriding his actions, he could not 
bring himself to leave the poor creatures to die such a horrible death, baking in the sun, crushed under the feet of 
indifferent pedestrians. People who would never have thought to empathise with the little worm or snail, or dazed 
bumble bee. But these same people would pray to their god for pity. For justice. For them. But for others, and for the 
rest of the sentient universe they had no concern. Hadn’t their Jesus warned them to treat all living creatures as they 
wished their god to treat them and theirs? 

He thought about the flies. How many he had killed. It depressed him. Why wouldn't they just det him save 
them? Why did they have to resist? Why did everyone want to define his intentions as bad? His will was good. Why 
did everyone want to deny that? And define his as a bad person? Why? 

It was just debilitating. To have the best intentions, but to be treated like a criminal. But that was the life of 
the prophets. And he had once prayed, when he was ignorant, young, and religious, that God would use him as a tool 
as he had used Moses. Only then he had only imagined the glory. He'd had no idea how the prophets suffered. But 
then he'd no idea that God was created by man, and not the other way around. It wasn't until decades later that he 
comprehended what religion really was. It was the natural product, and pre-requisite, of an efficiently operating slave 
society. It was reflexive of slavery. Weren’t all the world religions, after all, about submission? 

S'arodnap yearned for a world defined by synergy. A world in which no living, sentient being had to suffer in 
order for another sentient being to experience pleasure. A world where every sentient being ‘paid its own way’ in 
terms of not imposing costs on others. In terms of satisfying its own desires without harming other sentient beings. 
A world where no sentient being would dream of ever using another sentient being merely as a means to its own 
ends. In other words a world without slavery. 

A world defined by synergy. It was possible. But only if you were willing to do what needed doing. You 
needed to purge the system of all non-synergistic elements. This meant death for most sentient beings. But it also 
meant 'Happy Next Lives' for them, for the rest of eternity. And so the price was insignificant. Just an earlier death 
than might have been the case. Just a quick, painless, ideally pleasurable death, and then an eternity of happy next 
lives! 


31 


His rage in frustration with things when they defy what is good for them would one day provide the 
necessary means to overcome his basically good nature and good will. As Freud had said. Thanatos is necessary for 
Eros to be victorious. Anger could provide the energy to do what needs to be done. All acts of creation required the 
destruction of something. Whether the replacement of a sub-optimal idea with a more optimal one, or the ‘breaking’ 
of the soil for the planting of crops, and then their harvest. The elimination of conflicts of interest could not be 
achieved through consensus, by definition. The cessation of the reproduction of conflicts could only be brought 
about against the will of at least one party to the conflict. He could ‘become death’, in order to create new lives worth 
living only with the help of that rage. 

But S’arodnap was angry with them, the flies, and with the world in general, for forcing him to have to resort 
to these measures. This killing. He is not sure whether the victim really cares that he acts without malice. That he 
does his best to perform the necessary death quickly and instantly. Such a death as he desperately desires for himself. 
But he must endure his life to fulfill his mission, to realise his plans, to make real his vision. 

There is no cruelty or meanness in him. But his nerves are shot. His life is one constant fraying of nerves. He 
lives on the verge of a nervous breakdown. If only death would free him!. But who else is there to complete the 
necessary task? Who could he trust to pass the torch to? And why should he shirk his response-ability?, Why 
should he force another to take his terrible burden upon themselves? He is already broken. So there is nothing to 
lose, for him. And so he endures. 

He would happily die this very moment. It would be a relief. But then who would carry on? Is there anyone 
who he could trust to do the job right? 

And if he, S’arodnap, did not get the job done this life, then wasn’t he just putting it off to someone’s next 
life? And when would that someone turn up? How many future lives of misery and frustration would he be forced to 
endure until someone like himself emerged again, and decided to accept the response-ability? 

Until then, if ever, he would be dooming himself to constant next-lives in the very same world he would be 
leaving behind. No. He couldn't risk it. If death came, then it would be a relief. But he didn't want death to come 
until he had completed his tasks. 

Only then could he pass out of this world without a single moment’s regret or fear. Until then he would 
carry on his struggle. Probably he was doomed to fail. But if so, he would have lost nothing. Whether he died today 
or in 50 years, it would be a death, in that moment. In that present. For all sentient beings, the present was always 
now! 

What mattered were the infinite next lives. It was surely worth battling on for the rest of this miserable, 
narrow life, if the prize might be an eternity in a world worth reproducing, and lives worth living. 

But people. People were so fixated on this life. They identified themselves with these bodies. And they feared 
death, as if it was a final end. They sacrificed an eternity of lives worth living in order to try to hang onto their 
current miserable existences. 

They reproduced all the ugliness, stupidity, disease, and illness, guaranteeing a future inheritance of ugliness, 
stupidity, disease, and illness. 

They just didn’t get it. And they never would. Most of them anyway. You couldn't ever count on convincing 
anyone of anything by compelling argument. It was futile. You had as much chance of reasoning with 99% of 
humans as you had of reasoning with one of them flies, S'arodnap often thought to himself. 

He had tried every possible way. It didn't matter how you made your point. The problem was that once 
you'd made your point, people just didn't /éke it. It was emotionally inconvenient, discomforting, and unattractive. 
And so they simply rejected even the most compelling of arguments out of hand. 

If that wasn’t bad enough, they then attacked you. They mobbed you. They did their best to destroy you. At 
least make you get up and leave. And once you were gone they would congratulate themselves on having gotten rid 
of ‘that nasty man’. They could then just pretend there was no problem. 
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S’arodnap had come to a chilling conclusion. You had to accept that the only way to stop the bad in this 
world from being constantly reproduced from generation to generation was to stop it reproducing. You had to purge 
the system of those qualities that were not desirable. What was needed was a big purge. And to purge the system of 


qualities, you had to purge it of the carriers of those qualities. That meant a whole lot of Siva going on! Let the lord 
of the dance begin. Bapu Pata do your thing! 


33 


Chapter Eight: Has the strain finally gotten to me? Am I going mad? 


While S’arodnap cleaned up the flat, he gathered up all the mail that had been left by the previous tenant. Mostly 
junk mail. But also letters. Being conscientious and considerate by nature, he decided to take them to the landlord or 
get a forwarding address. He'd done this often enough. He'd hate to miss out on important mail himself, and so he 
couldn't imagine not showing this common courtesy to others. Not that anyone had ever forwarded his mail onto 
him before. 

He now had two piles, one piled high with things that were clearly junk mail, and one of items that might be 
important. He began putting the important looking mail in a bag a few at a time. 

And then suddenly he noticed something strange. Something inexplicable. Several of the letters were in fact 
addressed to him. Wow. Someone was working quick, he thought to himself. Probably the unemployment office. He 
then decided that he’d better take a closer look at the letters, in case there are any others. 

Picking up one after the other letter, S'arodnap's face registered one surprise after another, until it clearly 
showed a deep confusion. For all these letters were addressed to him. 

But the only people who would have had his new address would be the unemployment office. Why should 
anyone else know his new address? 

He looked closely at the pile of letters, and then something else caught his attention. The dates. First one, 
then another, were post-marked over 6 weeks ago. He hadn't even thought about moving six weeks ago, let alone 
actively looked for anything! 

After going through all the letters he became more than a bit disturbed. Some were post-marked over five 
months ago. Just then he heard a beep, followed by a semi-robotic voice "You have ... TEN ... new messages’. At first 
he was completely confounded, even a little scared. Then his mind got into gear. The previous tenant must have left 
their telephone answering machine. It took a moment to locate it behind some old telephone books that the 
previous tenant had left. 

He went over to it, and picked it up. He was about to disconnect it, to give it to the landlord to return to the 
owner, when it slipped from his grasp. He dropped it momentarily, but caught it before it hit the ground. His fingers 
must have hit the ‘Playback’ button, for the machine started playing back the messages. 

‘Message number... One’..., "hey S'arod, I'll be back late Thursday, so how does next Monday sound? Let me 
know. Thanks. Sorry. Bye”, an attractive female voice S'arodnap had never heard before intoned from the machines 
speaker. 

"Message number...two. ‘Ah, yes, hello S'arodnap. Look I know you loath spending two cents if you can avoid 
it, but could you please call me back as soon as you get in? It really és important. O.K? Look, I'll give you the 20 cents 
for the call even. Thanks. Bye”. This voice, male, adult, was as unfamiliar to S'arodnap as the girl's voice had been. 

It went on like this, message after message. All from people who seemed to know him. But the thing was, he 
was sure he didn't know a single one of them. 

Was it some sort of practical joke? What were the odds that the previous tenant would have a name like 
S'arodnap? I mean, sure, why not? But still. He'd legally changed his name, hoping to generate some interest in his 
books by doing so. He had defined the role of his philosophy as a sort of reverse ‘Pandora's Box’. But he'd never 
Google'd the name. It was possible it was a real name. Like in his novels. He had discovered there was a real 
‘Professor Sturm’. That had thrown him a bit. So why not a real 'S'arodnap’? 

His reflections were disrupted just then by a knock at the door. He opened it to find a startlingly sexy young 
woman in a bath-robe. Well barely in a bathrobe. He couldn't help but become distracted from her pretty face by a 
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pair of very large, perky, firm breasts which were straining against the thin fabric of her bathrobe, the nipples puffy, 
firm, and pointing up towards his reflexively downward looking eyes. 

"Hey, my eyes are up here’ she joked, with a very seductive, and obviously zot offended voice. 'S'arodnap 
thought of his favorite joke "Yes, but your breasts are down there’. But he didn't have time to consider whether he 
would try it out on her. For she handed him a 20 dollar bill saying ‘Sorry I couldn't get it back to you sooner. Thanks 
for the lone hun. I'll be home tonight about 7-ish, if you want to come over for another round’. She turned and gave 
him a wolfish, sexy grin as she said this, and disappeared into the apartment adjacent to his just across the hallway. 

Once the sexual thrill had subsided, S'arodnap was overwhelmed with a wave of confusion. First the letters. 
Now this? Come on. Surely it must be someone's idea of a joke. Maybe some new reality television show? O.K. He'd 
been mistaken for some other guy before. It had happened. Apparently he had a 'Dopple-ganger'’. And it was 
possible. For his father had apparently not been much good at fidelity, if his mother's complaints were to be taken at 
face value. But Jeez. What were the odds? 

He decided he would have time to consider all these things on his walk to the supermarket. He went from 
supermarket to supermarket, quickly scanning the sections of the fridge and bakery sections where they usually put 
out the mark-downs. ‘Big score’, he thought to himself, as he grabbed a day old bread full with sun-dried tomato, 
potato, onion, and herb. Yum!. He then raced off at a very fast walk to the fridge section. To his delight there were 
several salads marked down 66%. He grabbed one. He had no fridge. So no point taking more. And anyway, they 
would make someone else's day as much as they had made his day. And then a quick check on the soy milks. His eyes 
scanned quickly and noted a few large flavored soy milks with the small 'marked-down' stickers on them. YES! BIG 
SCORE! He thought as he reached for a one liter Chocolate flavored soy milk. YUM. YUM. YUM. He couldn't 
wait to get out of the store to drink it! 

He felt like he had hit ‘the mother-load' as he entered his building. He held the door for the person behind 
him as he entered, not looking to see who it was. For he didn't know anyone here anyway. It was just a reflex of his to 
consider others. 

"Thanks Sarod', came the man's voice. ‘Sorry about the other day. I don't usually have parties. I mean I would 
have invited you over but there were too many people smoking and I know how much you hate cigarettes. But look, 
one of the guys at the party works for a publishing company, and I told him about you, and the books you told me 
about the other day, and I think you might have a chance. Look. Here's his email address. He's expecting to hear 
from you’. The man said all this in completely familiar terms, as they both walked down the hall. S'arodnap said 
nothing. He was too dumbfounded. He regretted he hadn't managed to collect his wits about him as the man, who 
appeared to be his next-door neighbor, disappeared, smiling, into the next door flat. 

‘What the hell was going on’, S'arodnap thought aloud. 'Am I going mad?’ He made a mental note to 
question the very next person who seemed to know him. This had gotten way out of hand. He had to know what 
was going on. It made absolutely no sense. 'I have to get to the bottom of this’, he promised himself. 

But that would have to wait. He had a late-night shift today. The driver would come by at 11 p.m and pick 
him up, drive himself home, and then leave the taxi with him. It was a good set-up. And for S'arodnap driving the 
taxi wasn't really work at all. For he loved driving, but only kept a car when he couldn't avoid owning one. They cost 
so much, just sitting still. Registration, insurance, and all that. So for him it was a pleasure to be able to drive around 
in someone else's car. 

And it was much easier work than his previous jobs. Working at McDonalds. Cleaning. Constructing air 
conditioners. Screwing the lids onto vinegar bottles on a factory production line. Rifleman in the Army Reserve. 
Supermarket Security guard. 

It meant he had some sort of social life too. Driving the taxi and shopping were about the only times he got 
out of the flat. That and going to the library to use their internet and computers. 

Writing was seriously lonely work. So he treated every expedition outside his flat like most people treated 
going out for a night on the town. He said hello to everyone who made eye contact. And so pretty soon, wherever he 
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lived, all the check-out chicks and security guards would smile and say hello when he went shopping. He flirted with 
the girls as most people might do at bars and nightclubs.. For he had no ‘nights on the town’. He didn't go out. 
Shopping, or driving the taxi, was the extent of his social life. 

It proved to be just another uneventful night. A few couples looking for somewhere to have sex. Typical. At 
least one had actually had sex in the back of his cab that he knew of. Maybe more. He paid close attention to the 
traffic when he drove. He was a very conscientious and thoughtful ‘defensive’ driver. 

There were the usual lot of people coming home from a big night out. Many drunken. Others possibly not as 
drunk as they seemed. He had learned to ask for cab fare upfront, after having had apparently drunken, sleeping 
passengers suddenly get up and bolt, completely sober and alert, upon reaching their destinations. Some bothered to 
go to the trouble of pretending to be going inside to get his fare, before jumping the back fence of the stranger's 
house. Others just opened the doors at a red light and bolted for it. 

He liked the passengers who didn't trust 'Cabbies', and insisted on giving him precise, street by street 
directions. Fine by him. It made his job that much easier. He found it odd that such passengers often tipped him 
handsomely when he brought them to their destinations with fares much lower than they had paid before. They 
appreciated him not taking offense, and letting them direct him. He appreciated not having to wrack his brain and 
worry about getting lost. For he had almost no sense of direction, and was not really suited to this sort of work for 
that reason. 

Then there were the passengers who thought his cautious, smooth, careful driving was a deliberate attempt 
to jack up the fares. They would complain. He would explain, and ask them if he should drive as he normally drove 
his own car. They would reply that they would Jove him to get a move on. And so then he would drive as he enjoyed 
driving. Hard and fast. He would drift close to the curb and then continue out in a perfect racing line. The passenger 
would be thrown around a bit in the back, but how could they complain after they had just complained about his 
too careful, too slow driving? 

He also found chances to put what he had learned from reading psychology text into practice. For example a 
few studies had shown that if you answered people by repeating them verbatim, using their own words, they would 
tip you much more than otherwise. It was a proven fact. Several studies done in the hospitality industry supported 
his own experiences. So when fares asked to be taken to X via Y, he simply re-iterated this back to them. And for 
some reason they felt validated, listened-to, and felt obliged to tip him handsomely. 

Of course S'arodnap knew all about ‘How to win friends and influence people’. You could say that "The 
Great Gatsby’ was his mentor, in a way. Him and Dale Carnegie. He had become a master of the 'mirror and lead’. 
He had learned to give people his undivided attention when they spoke to him. To actively listen. To re-iterate back 
to them what they said to ensure he had understood. He did this because he genuinely wanted to understand. But a 
spin-off was that he was doing exactly what those psychologists who had done the studies he had read about had 
found produced great tips for waiters. 

If only what S'arodnap had to sell was not so unpopular, he would surely have been a smashing success. But 
what he had to sell was the truth. Philosophy. And no-one was buying. 

Everyone at school had told him that he had a gift. All his class-mates agreed that he could have made a 
fortune in real estate, in marketing, in advertising. Head-hunters had even tried to recruit him for big well known 
advertising firms with the most lucrative accounts. But he just wasn't interested in using his gifts in that way. For 
him it would be ab-using' his gifts. No. He had a vision. That was all that drove him. 

And he was driven. For how else to account for all the effort and sacrifice he had made. Years of work, 
without even the slightest hint of approval from anyone, let alone success and reward. No-one had ever taken him 
seriously as a writer, let alone a philosopher. As far as he knew, not a single person had ever read his books or blogs. 
And that included people he had considered his close friends. Or as close as he came to having close friends, that is. 

S'arodnap often drove in some pretty dangerous neighborhoods. And so he was glad to see the occasional 
police car on the road. In his youth he had ‘sponsored’ at least one highway patrol officer's salary. He had paid quite a 
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few speeding tickets in his motorcycling days. And that Datsun 1600. But one day he got fed up with paying fines 
and decided that from then on he would focus on driving as smoothly and economically as possible. It would be just 
as great a test of his driving skills, and just as significant a proof of them, as driving hard and fast. But it would be 
cheaper, safer, and more productive. 

So he was not at all concerned when he saw an arm go out the driver's side of the car behind him to place a 
flashing blue light on the roof. It was an unmarked car. No problem. S'arodnap pulled over at the next safe spot and 
while he waited got his driving license and taxi permit ready. 

The officer came up to his window and, as expected, asked S’arodnap to produce his license and permit. 
S'arodnap handed them to him without saying anything. Cops must hate dumb jokes and small talk, he imagined. 
And they must get nervous with people acting too friendly. For they knew they were unpopular with most drivers. 
Most drivers only drove safely for fear of being fined. And so they viewed the police as their enemy. And the police 
accepted this as a cost of their job. Their job was to keep the roads safe. It wasn't a popularity contest. And so 
S'arodnap said nothing. He did his best to stop from being too friendly and positive. It was hard for him. It was his 
nature to be open, accepting, warm, and friendly with everyone. 

‘Please wait here' The officer directed him. He said nothing more as he went back to his unmarked car and 
ran the license and car registration through his computer. S'arodnap used this time to tidy up his cab a little, and 
take a quick drink of coffee from his flask. 

'Xob S'arodnap?' 'My computer says you have over 5000 dollars in parking fines outstanding. ‘I'm going to 
have to ask you to lock up your car and come back to the station with me’. At this S'arodnap looked genuinely 
surprised. This registered with the highway patrolman. He'd seen so many liars in his time and they never looked like 
S'arodnap did just then. He suspected that S'arodnap was genuinely unaware of any fines. And anyway, it wouldn't 
be the first time the computer had thrown up warrants that had already been canceled, and erroneous fines. ‘Look, 
Mr S'arodnap'. I'll tell you what. What time do you finish your shift?’ 'S'arodnap replied succinctly. 'O.K. I'll tell you 
what. You come down to the station in town shen, and we'll sort this thing out.’ "Yes, thank you, officer’ S'arodnap 
replied, grateful that this misunderstanding was not going to cost him a night’s work and tips.’ 

The highway patrol constable didn't like being called ‘officer’; but he realised people used the term 
respectfully, so he never corrected them. He had done a few years cabbing himself. He knew it was a tough business. 
He knew the owners didn't take kindly to drivers who kept their cars off the road. Sure he could have taken 
S’arodnap in on the warrant. But why do that? If the guy was lying they'd get him at his home address anyway. 

So he gave S’arodnap the benefit of the doubt. 'O.K. Time to get some bad-guys', he thought to himself as he 
took the blue light back down from the roof and watched S'arodnap pull away from the curb. 'Good luck to you. 
What a tough life. 12 hour night shifts for a pittance’, he thought to himself. And to think his colleagues were always 
complaining about police pay and conditions. They should try driving a cab! The highway patrol-man didn't notice 
the new messages that were just then being added to S’arodnap’s online warrant profile, his computerized warrant 
sheet. If he had, there is no way he would have let him go. 

Later that night as S'arodnap was handing over the car to the morning driver back at base, he suddenly 
remembered he had to get to the police station. He had promised. He hadn't thought about it all night. There 
couldn't possibly be any fines or warrants. So he hadn't given the matter a second thought until just then. He hitched 
a ride with a colleague who just got a call to pick up a fare from town. 

S'arodnap arrived at the police station and in a few minutes was speaking to a police constable about the 
misunderstanding. However when the constable brought up his details on the police computer his friendly, warm, 
receptive manner suddenly chilled to sub-zero severity as he motioned towards a fellow officer to detain S'arodnap. 

For the computer showed that a number of warrants were outstanding. The warrants from that the highway 
patrol had seen were there. But there were also several new warrants. According to the computer they had been 
issued several days ago. Of course the constable didn't wonder at this inconsistency. He had no reason to wonder 
why this man would casually walk into a police station, for all the world a man coming to clarify a misunderstanding 
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about ‘parking tickets’, when he was wanted on such serious charges. Maybe the highway patrol constable had...? 
What? Whatever...Anyone can make a mistake. And anyway, it had worked. The guy had just walked into the 
station. Can you believe that? And he was standing here cool as a cucumber. Was he a psycho? Was he just that cold 
and inhuman that he thought he could just walk in here, ‘clarify’ a few parking fines, and then walk out again? 'T've 
seen a lot in this business, the constable thought to himself, but this takes the cake. This one’s a real cool customer, a 
real dangerous sort of character’. 

As he thought this to himself, almost in admiration of the guy, he acted as if he was just checking on some 
parking fines, like the guy insisted he was here to do. He did his best to ignore the “dangerou’s tags next to the 
warrants. He did his best not to think that this guy might be a psycho murder-rapist, as the warrants suggested he 
was. Well that would be consistent, right? A real psycho. A genuine socio-path. He'd read about them. They didn't 
show any emotion. No fear. They often appeared warm, friendly, and harmless. Well that certainly fit this guy. Look 
at him would you? You'd never guess he had a thing in the world to hide. Coming in here like that. Gives me the 
chills’. 

Then a strange thing happened minutes after S'arodnap was ‘detained’. All the warrants disappeared from 
his file. All the parking fines vanished. All that remained were a dozen or so speeding fines, all of which S'arodnap 
had paid almost 10 years ago. But no-one looked. If the 'rookie’ constable on duty had mentioned it to a superior, the 
superior would have given him a knowing smile, as if to remind him that he still had a Jot to learn about policing! 

Just then S'arodnap felt several pairs of hands grip him tightly, pull his arms behind his back, cuff him, and 
push him onto the floor. The hands were then all over him, patting him down, emptying his pockets. And then he 
felt them lifting him up again, and half-carrying, half pushing him in the direction of an open door. He was pushed 
inside the cold, soulless, somehow menacing room, and then left alone, confused, and frightened. The door was 
closed and he heard it lock. 

S’arodnap looked around the room and took everything in. There was a mirror along one wall. A table. Some 
chairs. Some microphones. A camera. It looked like some kind of interview or interrogation room. He was alone a 
few minutes before two large men in cheap, loosely fitting suits entered. 

‘So, you've got quite a few parking fines, is that it? The less large one began. S'arodnap insisted that it was 
impossible that he had such parking fines. He hadn't had a car for over a year. And anyway, there were no parking 
signs anywhere near where he had lived for the last year or so. He had only just moved into a flat in town a few days 
ago. He couldn't recall ever having parked his taxi in any pay parking or non-parking zones, but if he had, then surely 
it could not amount to 5000 dollars in fines. Surely? 

‘So you say you've just moved into town?’. ‘What do you mean?’, the larger man replied, a tone in his voice 
that S’arodnap could not quite place, but which seemed a mix of mocking irony and leering aggression. But before 
S'arodnap could reply the other man interjected, his voice challenging and interrogative. ‘Well our data show you 
have been living at 15/79 park terrace for the last 8 months’. At this S'arodnap wagged his head. 'No, no. That's 
some sort of computer error. I just moved in yesterday, officially. And I only moved a few things in a few days ago. 
Look, I have my tenancy agreement here. I was going to change my address here for my driver’s license after I sorted 
out this parking fine business. 

S’arodnap handed a document over to the man who had just challenged his story. The man looked at the 
tenancy agreement and then gave S'arodnap a puzzled, frustrated look. Apparently he was losing his patience with 
S’ardnap, but S’arodnap could see no reason why. ‘But sir, it says here your tenancy agreement began in August of 
last year.’ The surprise in S'arodnap's face was, as the man could clearly see, quite genuine. 'Can I see that> It it can't 
be.’ S'arodnap, full of disbelief, replied. 

The man handed S’arodnap the form back. S’arodnap could not believe his own eyes. ‘August. August /ast 
year? That's over 9 months ago!’ he exclaimed in disbelief. Why on earth did the tenancy agreement have that date 
on it?’ 
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The detective, for that is what he appeared to be, as far as S'arodnap could tell, reached over for the phone. 
He asked for a Ms Spencer to be called into the interrogation room. A few minutes later a woman arrived. She was 
not wearing a uniform, but she talked and acts like someone in authority. 

‘Mr S'arodnap, is it? "Yes', S'arodnap replies, jokingly. "Well, at least it was last time I checked!’ But the joke 
doesn't appear to resonate with this woman. She gives S'arodnap what could only be described as a ‘professional’ 
look. There is no trace of humor in this look. It disconcerts S'arodnap. And this registers with the woman, who 
begins to appear to be calculating something. She gave someone a meaningful look over S'arodnap's shoulder. 
S'arodnap was about to turn to look to see whom she had nodded to, but before he could, the woman once more 
demanded his attention. 

‘Sir, would you mind coming with us for a moment. It's just a routine thing, but we'd like to sort this out as 
quickly as possible. We will only detain you a few minutes. Is that O.K?' The tone with which she uttered those last 
words, along with the body language, put a real sense of foreboding into S'arodnap. But what was he going to do? 
His first impulse was to run for it. But apparently this woman and the two men who now stood on either side of 
S'arodnap had prepared for just this possible reaction on his part. They stepped forward, not touching him, but 
clearly ready to grab a hold of him should he make any sudden move. S'arodnap decided to test this theory. He made 
a sudden move of his left arm. The two men almost leaped forward to bridge the 20cm between himself and them. 

He continued the move of his arm, but ended it by scratching his back. Yes, it was clear. They had expected 
him to make a run for it. So. He had at least avoided that situation. That would not have looked too innocent. It 
would have required a lot of explaining. He was conscious of the fact that it would not do well to even look like he 
now understood the implications of the men and the woman. That would indicate some sort of understanding that 
there was something wrong. Something wrong with him. Why should an innocent person decide to make a bolt for 
it? What could he possibly have to fear? Why should he imagine they would restrain him if he tried to leave? 

So S'arodnap scratched at his back a few moments, then leaned back, as if relaxing once more, betraying no 
indication of any desire for ‘flight’. They would have no reason to validate their initial suspicions. It never occurred 
to S'arodnap that he might be the victim of some conspiracy. Why? Whom? And of course how? 
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Chapter Nine: Just another hired gun (DSPIII) slinger 


‘Ah’, S'arodnap smiled with understanding. ‘Now I get it’. It's the other S'arodnap, the guy who was living in my 
apartment before me. The real estate agent will be able to clear this up. He must have given me the old tenant's rental 
agreement by accident. That explains the parking fines. But you're not going to believe the rest of this story’. On 
hearing himself, and realising how it might be misconstrued, S'arodnap suddenly felt he had said too much. 'What 
do you mean, Mr S? The woman inquired, keen to find 'symptoms' to correlate the DSPII syndrome she had begun 
constructing in her mind. The ‘category’ of ‘mental illness’ in which to ‘capture’ Mr S’arodnap’s ‘symptoms’. 

Suddenly S'arodnap felt deflated. Completely at a loss. Nothing he had to say was going to make anything 
easier for him here. But saying nothing was going to look even worse. He couldn't win. So he decided it was best to 
simply lay it all out on the table. 

Once S'arodnap was finished describing all the strange experiences of the last two days, he was not entirely 
certain himself that it was actually possible to validate them. He even begun doubting his own story. To be fair to the 
poor lady sent to ‘diagnose’ his ‘symptoms’, he had to admit that his story sounded crazy. Unbelievable. He 
wondered whether he even believed it himself. But surely this would all be explained somehow. That would be their 
job. They were the detectives. The specialists. Surely they had training and a special set of skills. 

Ironically it appeared that he had landed in the right place after all, he thought to himself, an acquiescent 
smile lighting up his face briefly. He would never lose his sense of humour, nor his ability to laugh at himself. But if 
this was all some sort of queer cosmic joke, then he was the only one in on it. Or was it more correct to say that he 
was the ‘punch-line’, and that the joke was on him? 

He smiled good-naturedly at his own predicament, but the looks he got in return were deadpan and 
interrogatively serious. What was S'arodnap smiling at? O.K. Best to play this straight, S'arodnap thought to himself. 
But still, he couldn't help smiling, just a little. 

It had never entered into S'arodnap's mind that this was in fact, in actual reality, some sort of grand 
conspiracy. I mean, sure, his books were provocative. He knew in theory that there might one day be lots of people 
who would be glad to see him discredited, socially undermined, ruined, even dead. But as far as he knew, so far, not a 
single person had bought a single one of his books. He had self-published them. But since then, all those years ago, 
they had not sold a single copy. 

He had commented in his blog, and to friends, that in a way, the fact that he had a readership of zero was 
good for his health. Because he figured it gave him time to finish all his most important writing before anyone 
actually read what he had written, and maybe stopped him from ever writing anything else. Ever again. One way or 
another. 

As far as he knew the world was completely indifferent to him and to his ideas. His books might one day 
bring him into conflict with all manner of powerful, and stupid, ignorant people. But now? Today? The stupid and 
ignorant people of the world were, as far as he knew, completely, and blissfully, unaware of his existence, let alone of 
his ideas. Sure Mohammed had said that a single scribe was worth 10,000 of his best soldiers. But a writer that no- 
one read? What sort of threat did that sort of man ever pose to the people in power? 
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Chapter Ten: Breaking S'arodnap 


‘Do we really need the handcuffs?’ The Psychiatrist in his white coat went through the ruse of 'good doctor — bad 
cop’ as he always did, without any self-reprimand. It helped establish a good rapport with his patients, he imagined. 
It gave them the impression that he was on their side. It helped dis-associate him from the police, and all the injuries 
they had inflicted on his patients, and would, in future, inflict. What mattered was impressions. Associations. After 
all, that was his line of trade. He was a psychiatrist. 

He smiled obsequiously at his new patient, and acted the part of confidant. ‘Detective, I think we'll be O.K 
here’. I can see Mr S'arodnap is not going to be any trouble. You go take a coffee break. What do you say? He 
included both the patient and the police Sergeant in these comments. The police woman knew the drill. She slipped 
into the role, and out of the office, on cue. 

The Psychiatrist then turned to his new patient, assuming an air of superiority. However as soon as his 
patient leaned forward, smiling, he felt somehow imferior, even vulnerable, as if the man sitting opposite him saw 
straight into his soul. He felt insecure. He, the one with all the power in this interaction, somehow felt he was 
powerless in relation to this man. He somehow felt a fraud. To help overcome this feeling, and to regain his 
composure, he looked to his PhD which he had had framed, and hung on the wall of his office. 

He kept direct eye contact with S’arodnap to a minimum. He somehow couldn’t bear to maintain direct eye 
contact with the man for too long. It unsettled him. It was somehow disconcerting. He felt that his every word and 
gesture was somehow betraying something. But what was he betraying? He felt uneasy just pondering this question. 
Something about ‘S’arodnap was a silent challenge to the Doctor and everything he stood for. Or more importantly, 
more precisely, and this was the real challenge, everything he did vot stand for, but somehow felt, deep down, that 
maybe he should. 

He didn't feel like the great all-powerful, all-knowing, wise doctor with the poor little patient, that he usually 
did. But what he actually felt, he didn’t dare even consider trying to formulate into words. He deliberately kept his 
uneasiness vague. He feared, somehow, somewhere deep down in his pysche, that he would not like the answers to 
the questions that might otherwise occur to him. He would not welcome the self-revelations that this man sitting 
opposite him might bring forth from his own sub-conscious mind. He preferred to keep those questions and answers 
repressed. 

That was the strategy of the most well-adapted people. It made life simpler. Easier. Less daunting. And it was 
good for social advancement. It was good for your career. It made you a good team player. A mit-laufer. It ensured 
you fit in. You put your mask on every morning and kept it on all day. You slept in it until it became the only face 
you recognised. The only face others recognised as being yours. A face that was acceptable to you, your family, your 
friends, your colleagues, and the world in general. 

The Doctor dismissed he vague sense of uneasiness and returned to his ‘script’, and slipped back into his 
usual role in the dramaturgy of Doctor and patient. He leant in towards S’arodnap, overcoming the urge to turn 
away from his penetrating, seemingly interrogating gaze. 

At the same time he became vaguely aware that S’arodnap was ‘mirroring’ his every move and gesture. Subtly 
but surely. Expertly in fact. Or was it all in his own mind? He dismissed this train of thought and concentrated on 
his current purpose. 

He himself had been trained in such techniques of following and leading. He knew all about ‘accessing cues’. 
But this was something else quite different. He could not put his finger on it. Then the time on the clock the wall 
reminded him that he was going to have to get a move on, if he wanted to leave the office early as he had planned. He 
told himself that it didn't matter anyway. Whatever this man S’arodnap was doing, and why, and whatever power he 
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seemed to exercise over the Doctors imagination, it didn’t matter in the slightest. S’arodnap was the patient here. 
He, the Doctor was in control. He, the Doctor would be leaving and going home in a few minutes, no matter what 
happened now. On the other hand he, the Doctor, held all the power to decide whether S’arodnap would be allowed 
to leave and go home, or would be ‘hospitalised’. 

And so the Doctor quickly asserted his position of power and authority by looking around his office again, 
gaining reassurance from the familiar objects of his profession, his DSMIII manual, his psychiatry textbooks, and his 
diplomas. 

He then turned back to S’arodnap, whose silence and lack of impatience with the Doctor, to the Doctors 
great disappointment, even to the point of despair, somehow undid all the good his familiar ‘supports’ had just done. 
But he had no choice but to continue with what he was feeling, more and more with each passing moment, was a 
charade. A dumb show. A poor mime. 

"Mr S‘arodnap. What we have here is a typical case of psychic break with delusions. You were not satisfied 
with how your life was progressing, and so you invented a fictitious self that could fulfill your fantasies. You wanted 
to be a writer, a novelist, even a philosopher, and a musician. In reality you just didn't have the rare qualities 
required. But that is no shame on you, my good man. So few people have such talents. I myself would have loved to 
have been a writer, or amusician. At this he played a bit of air guitar. At first he thought that the reaction he got 
from Mr S'arodnap was the one he had intended, but then he felt something else in that smiling countenance and 
easy laughter. Something unsettling. Something superior. Only it couldn't be. By what right could this S’arodnap feel 
superior to him. A PhD. A successful Psychiatrist. With his big house. His wife and children. His ski-ing holidays. 
His... 

The Doctor forced his train of thought away from that rail and back to his purpose. . 'So, really, Mr 
S'arodnap, there is no need to feel ashamed. It is quite common. And once we can get your agreement on the facts, 
we are well on our way to a successful treatment and a recovery. So what do you say?' 

S'arodnap had been listening the whole time, leaning forward, smiling at the appropriate times, allowing the 
Doctor to imagine that S’arodnap was feeling the appropriate feelings he was apparently endeavoring to work in 
him. He paused quite some time, making no reply, and thereby forcing the Doctor to begin again. 

This had thrown the doctor, who usually managed to keep control of these interviews. And so he was a little 
unprepared, and a little lost. But looking around his office for support, reminders of his status and power, he found 
the words to continue. 'So, Mr S'arodnap. Do you see the situation?’ 

‘What situation?’ was all Mr S'arodnap offered in reply. "Well, the facts Mr S’arodnap!’ he exclaimed, 
becoming a little flustered in the face of S’arodnap’s complete composure and equanimity. "The facts of your case Mr 
S'arodnap are that you are not a writer. You have not written any books. You are not a philosopher. You are not a 
musician. You have been living at 15/79 terrace Rd for 8 months. You racked up 5000 dollars in parking fines. 
Those are the facts, Mr S'arodnap. 

S'arodnap then decided he had had enough of this charade. ‘Look, Doctor, there must be some 
misunderstanding, It will be quite simple to prove that I am a writer, simply by looking at my books, and at my web- 
pages. And I have many videos on You-tube, and Facebook. Do you have an internet connection here? 

The Doctor once more felt in control. He felt his power return. This patient was clearly delusional and 
required pharmaceutical treatment. Drugs. He didn't see much point arguing with a clearly delusional patient. He 
did not for one second imagine that any books, web pages, or videos could exist. Surely they would have investigated 
this. And in any case he would not do his career any good by challenging the police, biting the hand that feeds, so to 
say. 

He had an easy job. The police more or less told him what his diagnosis was to be, and he would seek out 
enough appropriate, even if admittedly specious symptoms consistent with such a prognoses. And no-one was going 
to challenge his prognoses, were they? What could another Doctor ever hope to gain by challenging a colleague’s 
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competence, let alone ethics? Who would dare make themselves that unpopular? A real career limiting move that 
would be. 

It was either Police departments, Education departments, or some other government department who sent 
him his patients. They expected him to do their bidding. He was their hired gun. They paid him handsomely. He 
had no qualms. He had no pangs of conscience. He had lost any remnants of his conscience with his second wife. 
Two women had destroyed him financially. They had been opportunistic. 

He had learned from them that opportunism paid handsomely. He had no love for humanity. He loathed 
himself. So he had no fear of anyone ever judging him. Morals? What were morals but made-up rules that suited the 
interests of the beneficiaries of society? 

He had been late in learning all this, but he was keen to make up for lost time and to put his wisdom into 
profitable practice for the rest of his career. No. No reason to question anything the police or any of his other 
‘business partners’ told him. Surely anything they said was THE TRUTH. And anything the patient offered to 
counteract that was merely evidence of delusions, paranoia, and a diseased mind. No. His job was to pander to his 
employers wishes. 

And so his only response to S'arodnap's detailed and specific contradictions and explanations was a curt, 
‘Look here, Mr S'arodnap, we are not going to get anywhere if you keep insisting on these things. 

S'arodnap looked at the Doctor with an incredulity that might have communicated sincerity and 
authenticity to a better man. However was wasn’t dealing with a better man. He was dealing with a ‘hired gun’. A 
‘prostitute’ in the worst sense of the word. Any appeals to humanity or reason were going to be vain and hopeless. 
And yet S’arodnap was always one to grant his interlocutors the benefit of the doubt. He was very generous that way. 
He could not imagine doing otherwise 

‘You mean you won't simply just take a look for yourself to see?’, S’arodnap exclaimed, still hopeful. “You 
won't even fest the validity of my claims? You are just going to take the word of the police? Do you think they have 
bothered to check my claims? 

The Doctor was thoroughly pleased with S'arodnap's outburst, clearly proof of a clearly hostile, aggressive 
and delusional personality. He casually pressed a small button on his desk as he went behind it. Two very large men 
in white entered the room. One said 'Now we aren't going to have any trouble with you, are we’. It was a rhetorical 
question. Seeing that even the most appropriate rage would not achieve any positive outcome, S'arodnap calmed 
himself and sat down. 'No’. 'No trouble’. ‘Everything is fine’. At this the doctor was a little disappointed. It would 
have looked better if he had made trouble. And it would have been very emotionally satisfying to have been able to 
watch this man, who had somehow gotten the better of him, and shaken him quite disconcertingly, being dragged 
forcibly from the room. If the ‘nurses’ had had to hit him a few times, well, who was the Doctor to say it wasn’t 
completely necessary? It wasn’t for him to tell anyone how to do ¢heir job, now, was it? 

The fear that the ‘nurses’ usually provoked in even the most sensible and calm of ‘patients’ was a never 
ending resource for the Doctor. A source of a stream of ‘symptoms’ that he could use to build up a very compelling 
profile from. To construct a convincing ‘syndrome’ from. He could usually count on provoking the more intelligent 
and assertive ‘patients’ with smug complacency and outrageous complicity. It was his favored strategy. You provoked 
them to some outburst and then put it down to their underlying ‘condition’. 

But it wasn't strictly necessary. You weren't expected to build a strong case for the DSP II syndrome you 
were going to ‘hang’ on them. A specious, shallow, superficial one would do. No-one ever challenged these 
definitions. I mean, the Doctor smugly mused to himself, what motive could any other Doctor have to risk their 
own careers for a stranger? No. he would never even consider questioning a colleagues ‘prognoses’. And no-one was 
ever going to challenge his, now that he had gained such seniority in his field. 

If any other Doctor ever had dared to challenge a colleagues prognosis, their ‘diagnoses’, well, the whole 
system would come down upon them like a ton of bricks. They would be crushed. They would be run out of the 
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profession. They would be blacklisted. They would never find work again. Their wives and mistresses would 
abandon them. They would wish they had never been born. 

It was for such reasons that it had never happened and never was ever going to happen. No. People did not 
enter this profession to help anyone but themselves! 

While the good Psychiatric Doctor quickly surveyed these facts, more unconsciously than consciously, two 
detectives could be heard just outside the door, asking the orderlies if it would be O.K for them to come in. The 
Doctor moved to the door quickly and opened it, wishing to be free of this patient as quickly as possible. He just felt 
uneasy in his presence. He would not feel his usual self until S’arodnap was gone. 

When the doctor opened the door he saw that there were two detectives. One held a laptop. ‘Doctor, do you 
mind if we interrupt for just a few minutes?’, the smaller one asked. The larger one would remind anyone of a school 
bully or local thug. He just looked like he enjoyed hurting people. He looked like the smuggest, most complacent, 
and most violent person you could put in a suit. 

S'arodnap sensed that the larger one, who at first look appeared dangerous, almost sociopathic, was not a real 
threat. He couldn’t explain his reasoning, but he got the impression that the man was putting on an act. Wearing a 
mask. A mask of readiness to violence. Even joy in destruction. When in reality, beneath the mask, S’arodnap sensed 
was a reasonable, even compassionate personality. 

The other one though, the smaller one, well, S'arodnap physically recoiled from him. Something felt really 
wrong with his personality. He was dangerous. He enjoyed harming people. And it was this smaller one who now did 
all the talking as the bigger one just loomed there, silent, and apparently menacing. 

And the more he talked the more S'arodnap sensed that in fact it was he, the smaller, quieter, better 
presented one, yes he was sure that it was this one that was in fact the more dangerous of the two. Psychotic he 
would say, if anyone had asked. A genuinely sociopathic personality. No warmth. No compassion. No empathy. 
This man would enjoy the chance to hurt someone. To harm someone. To harm anything. To damage. He was pure 
malice. 

When he spoke his consonants were full of threats, and his vowels were full of danger. He might say 'I don't 
think so’, and you would hear, deep in your gut, the screams of people being tortured in dark basements, pleading to 
be killed rather than to continue with his ‘questioning’. He would smile and you would feel his hands rubbing salt in 
open wounds he had personally made in your flesh with his own finger-nails. 

The smaller detective placed a laptop down on the Doctors desk. Looking towards the Doctor he asked 'You 
have Wi-Fi in your office?’ The doctor nodded. He too heard some undertones and overtones of menace in the 
Detective’s voice. It disquieted him. He would have preferred it if they would leave his office. But he kept up the 
mask he wore with patients who scared him, and nodded, smiling. 'Yes, of course’. 'Go on then, Mr S'arodnap, show 
us your books. Show us your web pages. Show us your music videos.’ There was something in the way he said this 
that immediately worried Mr S'arodnap. Something was up. But what? The man was somehow sure, too sure, that 
S’arodnap was going to fail to find anything. More certain than just over-confidence. A certainty born of knowledge. 
Somehow this man knew that S’arodnap was not going to find any web pages or blogs to prove his case. He knew 
that S’arodnap was not going to be able to show the Doctor any of his videos or books. In a way you couldn’t know 
unless you had...’ 

S’arodnap tried to dismiss the thought. Why on earth would these detectives bother to conspire against him 
to make him appear insane? He quickly pushed the sinister notions aside and tried to think positively. He could not 
afford to lose this chance to make the facts of his situation clear to the Doctor. This would clear up everything and 
then he could leave. 

He quickly opened some tabs and found the Facebook and You-tube. He entered his passwords to log into his 
sites and channels, instinctively asking the Detectives to look the other way. They did so, smiling. Something was up. 
He could tell. And it didn't take long to find out what. 


44 


As he opened web page after web page, he was faced with screens full of random letters, but arranged as if 
they were words. But there were no comprehensible words there. Just random letters. Pages and pages of them. And 
when he opened his Smashwords account, surely his titles were all there, but when he went to read them, all he got, 
once more, were the same pages of random letters, arranged as if they were words. He was confused beyond words. 
He frantically opened his You-tube channel, and was relieved momentarily when some of his You-tube videos 
actually appeared. But his elation was short-lived. For there was no music or singing. Just static. And most of the 
videos he had remembered uploading were not there. 

He didn't know what to do. He just sat there. The Detectives picked up the laptop and turned it to show the 
Psychiatrist, who once more felt in control. He could see Mr S'arodnap was lost for words. He smiled smugly to 
himself. 'I guess that will be all. Thank you for clearing the matter up once and for all. I wouldn't normally go to such 
lengths, but, as you have done it, I think we can all agree it was for the better. And now, gentleman, if you might 
leave me alone with my patient for just a few minutes. 

At this the smaller detective put on his best ‘friendly face' and interrupted the Doctor. 'Ahm, would it be 
O.K, Doc, if we had a moment with, Ah, your patient. We just have a few little technical questions to clear up so we 
can close our investigations.’ The detective had said this is a way he himself imagined must have sounded polite and 
indifferent. However anyone who heard could clearly hear menace and blood in his words. You could almost feel 
people being hurt, and him enjoying, to the deepest, darkest core of his being, being the one doing the hurting. The 
Doctor instantly found himself wondering what on earth the police force were thinking when they hired a beast like 
him. But perhaps Mr S'arodnap was about to find out? 

The Doctor left Mr S'arodnap alone with the two detectives. They sat on the table opposite him. The 
menace and the malice were, as they say, palpable. Too thick to cut with a knife, thought S’arodnap. You'd need 
some sort of mechanical device, maybe a laser, to cut through that sort of atmosphere. Mr S'arodnap wondered what 
on earth these two men could have against him. Where did that malice come from, he kept wondering. Where did 
all the malice that the world had ever directed against him ever come from? What had he done to deserve it? To earn 
it? To provoke it? 

‘Now, Mr S'arodnap. I think you are a very intelligent person. In fact I am told this by the highest authority. 
You are a very smart fellow, Mr S'arodnap. Now I myself am not that bright. But I am bright enough to know when 
to fight and when to hand in the towel’. At this the other detective added, as if speaking to the other detective. 'Now 
surely Mr S'arodnap does not imagine that someone has some motive that might lead them to conspire against him. I 
mean, well, that would be paranoia which could take quite a very long time to treat, I'd say, not being a medical man 
myself. But it stands to reason, wouldn't you say, Jake?’ 

Jake gave him a pretty vacant look, but he wasn’t expecting any sort of answer from him. ‘Whereas’, he 
continued, in a very sober and threatening tone, ' if he goes along with the treatment they are currently offering, then 
he could expect to be free, Ahmmm...I mean ‘allowed to continue with his life without medical intervention’, in, well 
lets say, I imagine, wouldn't you Jake, no more than, well, certainly no longer than 6 months?’ Jake gave S’arodnap an 
appraising look before finally adding a slight nod by way of agreement. That nod was as powerful a suggestion as 
S’arodnap could have needed under the circumstances. That nod conveyed more aggressive brutality than any 
complex verbal threat ever could have. All that was left for S'arodnap was agreement. 

‘So you agree, Jake?’, the comment appeared to be directed towards S’arodnap, with the reference to Jake 
being a reference to a whole bunch of ‘fates worse than death’ that S’arodnap might only avoid if he gave his consent 
to play along with the charade being offered him. A tacit agreement that he would allow himself to be ‘treated’ for 
six months, simply to avoid a much worse fate. Six months with an implicit agreement that he would then be free to 
go. Without explanation of why anyone was in fact conspiring against him in this way. He could only hope that their 
intentions were good. 

Just to ensure they all understood that is was in fact a conspiracy, the man added. ‘And assuming some grand 
conspiracy did exist, one with the power to hack into Mr S’arodnap’s web pages and change all his decades of hard 
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work into random gibberish, then wouldn't it perhaps be better just to ‘go along to get along’, rather than attempt to 
challenge that power? Surely it would indeed be madness to do so? Very maladapted behavior to say the least. 
Behaviour that would surely require extensive treatment. And surely such a group of conspirators would be quite 
willing and able to treat Mr S’arodnap by all the many varied means made available by modern technology. Oh, you 
know, shock treatments, insulin coma-treatments, and the like. I'd say they would be quite committed to such 
treatments. Even if it took decades, if that’s what it came down to. If that’s what the situation called for. If Mr 
S’arodnap failed to respond to the measures now being offered to him for rehabilitation’. 

He then continued, calmly, blandly, dully, but with more threat in his calm, neutral looks then a Rottweiler 
with rabies on the arm of a neo-Nazi out of his head on speed: ‘And seriously, the inability to interpret the subtle 
signals of others is a real hazard...and the unwillingness or inability to co-operate with others...well, surely you see we 
live in a social world? Society requires us to adapt to each other. To accommodate each other...I mean, we can't go 
around criticising each other, look at what happens to JESUS. I mean, the rational thing to do, which would be the 
opposite of madness, would be to consider your position. To look at the facts we have just laid out before you. Co- 
operate and you could be out of here, let’s say, in 6 months. 

‘Off course we'd still need to maintain contact and some supervision, just to make sure you don't relapse. 
You understand. To be in a position to provide what support we can in your new lifestyle choices. Choices that 
probably wouldn’t include too much of the sort of writing you have been doing over the last few years.’ 

‘Anyway. You see what we are saying. Makes sense Jake, wouldn't you say? What would you do Jake, given 
the situation? At this Jake was a bit lost for any answer, which was fine, as his partner hadn't expected one, and Mr 
S'arodnap was lost in his own thoughts, his imagination joining all the dots that the man had drawn for him, 
building a terrifying picture from the unspoken threats the man had made. 

'O.K Jake, I think we can go now. I'd say Mr S'arodnap has seen reason. I mean, he knows the facts now. The 
facts everyone will agree on. The incontrovertible and inescapable facts, as they stand’. His stress on that word, 
‘inescapable’, sent cold shivers down S’arodnap’s spine. It chilled him to the bone. It filled him with horror. His 
greatest fear was to find himself in a situation he could not simply get up and move away from. That had been his 
whole strategy up till now. To move away from people when they proved their ignoble nature. To walk away from 
those who intended him harm. To escape the malice of the world simply by being willing to give up everything and 
just move on. Simply to be free of the stench of injustice. Simply to be free to live according to his own rules, no 
matter what others thought. 

He had been willing to sacrifice all the things that ‘society’ offered, as long as that ‘society’ would just leave 
him be. He could accept that he was powerless to change the world. But he would never give his consent to things he 
was opposed to. He would never let the world think that it had convinced him that there was no better way to be. 
Not when he knew there was a much better way to be. Not as long as he could keep working on his own vision of a 
world worth reproducing. A world worth living in. 

What these two men, what this entire system, what ‘society’ was now threatening him with was a fate much 
worse than death. A horrific nightmare of involuntary psychiatric treatment much worse than any regime available 
to the most vicious and cruel of prison directors, or considered by society as legitimate for the most vicious of 
criminals. The ‘treatments’ psychiatric patients were forced to endure would be defined as torture in any other 
context. As ‘cruel and unusual punishment’ by any judge in any court. A punishment, a torture schedule without any 
defined duration. A sentence without end. A sentence that might only end when the ‘patient’ decided to sacrifice 
their own sanity, their own mind, their own will, the truth, in exchange for their freedom from this brutality. 

It would be a price that anyone with genuine integrity could never pay. They would rot in the worst 
nightmare their ‘doctors’ and ‘nurses’, their ‘society’ could invent, due to their inability to ‘sell their soul’ to these 
devils by way of denying what they knew to be true, and giving their consent to the world as it was, as the best of all 
possible worlds available. 


46 


They would not merely be forced to deny their own reality. No. Much worse. They would be forced to deny 
the entire world of sentient beings the superior reality that they realised was possible, if only people would wake 
from their sleep walking, escape their cycles of malice, jealousy, envy, and greed, and step out of their current spheres 
of social reality, and rise to the heights that would then become clear, and available, to them. 

The man had been watching S’arodnap all this time, giving him time to grasp the situation, and their offer. 
An offer that would of course be unacceptable in a free world. But an offer that no reasonable person would refuse, 
given the nature of he world that actually existed. 

Seeing the horror in S’arodnap’s features as his mind followed the logical consequences of refusal, he gave 
that horror time to bloom and develop. But then he got a little worried that S’arodnap might fall too hard into the 
horrific vision that he had been deliberately, though subtly, painting for him. 

And so he broke into S’arodnap’s reverie, adding a positive note to his voice, hoping to be able to reel 
S’arodnap back in, and offer him some hope. ‘I think Mr S’arodnap is a very intelligent man. In fact, I would like to 
add that I have great respect for several books by an author that reminds me very much of Mr S'arodnap himself. 
Very, very much. Truly. I have great respect for men of Mr S’arodnap’s genius. And I hope he will see that it makes 
no sense trying to fight a system that is just so truly overwhelmingly powerful. You only get crucified. And you 
achieve nothing. I'm sure Mr S'arodnap you can see that we are doing you a favor. There were and are still 
alternatives. The rich and powerful have never let anyone threaten their vested interests. I'm sure someone as well 
informed as I know Mr S'arodnap is, can vouch for that. So why fight? Let them 'treat' you here for a few months. 
Relax. I've been shown around this place. It's a virtual country club. And the nurses. What I wouldn't give to ... 
Anyway. So how about it? 

S'arodnap remained quiet. He had felt completely defeated. But something about the way the man had just 
begun speaking seemed to offer him genuine hope. He sensed that the man was playing some sort of role. And 
offering some real benefit. He could not quite make out what was going on. But he sensed that this man, despite all 
appearance to the contrary, almost as if he was deliberately creating an impression to the contrary, was actually here 
to help him. There was something about him that appealed to S’arodnap. Something about him he felt he should 
and could trust. Nothing here was quite as it appeared to be. S’arodnap instinctively felt that the man had revealed a 
good will, despite his manner. In fact because of his manner. As impressive as his act was, S’arodnap could not help 
but feel that that was what it was. An act. The other man seemed genuinely stupid, thuggish, dull-witted, and 
dangerous enough. But the man who had done all the speaking seemed much more complex. As if he were playing a 
role within a role. But S’arodnap had not time to get to the bottom of that riddle. He could only take comfort in the 
vague certainty that the man was on his side, and put his trust in that feeling. He would go along with the man’s 
suggestions. 

In any way, he had to admit he had reached the end of his current track. He was worn out. Worn down. He 
was sick and tired of his life. He couldn’t bear another move. He couldn’t bear to have to go on the way he had been 
living. It wasn’t a life worth living. Sure he was fighting. He had never stopped fighting. He was fighting for 
something good and pure. Fighting against stupidity and malice and jealousy and envy. Against everything ugly and 
stupid. But where had his fight gotten him? What chance did his cause have? Wasn’t it all completely pointless? In 
vain? 

He consoled himself by the thought that it was possible to lose every battle, and still win the war. In theory 
at least. He knew when a strategic retreat made most sense. And this was one of those moments. 'O.K boys, just 
exactly what do you want from me?’ 

The man’s face brightened and he responded neatly, betraying no emotion that the average person might 
pick up on, but offering, to S’arodnap’s keen sense of empathy, a note genuine relief. A promise of hope. “Nothing 
Mr S'arodnap. Just get well. And stop having these delusions. These delusions are a real worry to the authorities. You 
know you really put a scare into them. Frankly, I'm impressed. You really are one smart cookie Mr S'arodnap. But it’s 
just not good for your health, bein’ so smart and all. Maybe it’s time to retire. Say, you want to be a writer. Well write 
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something that won't bother anyone. You know. Write for Hollywood. Write to be a best seller. No philosopher 
ever got rich. I bet if you put your mind to it you could be a writer. In fact I expect to see a book of yours in the local 
bookshop sometime in the near future, and then the film. See. Look at it this way. You've got 6 months of quiet time 
with few distractions. A perfect opportunity to start writing a new. I mean, a, novel. You know, a romance, maybe 
some science fiction,an adventure, maybe an erotic tale, hey’, this last added while including Jake, ‘what you think 
Jake?’ 'Yeh, sounds good to me’. 

‘So, Mr S'arodnap. It has been my pleasure to meet you. I could only wish the circumstances had been 
otherwise. But you see, I think one day when you've all those best-selling novels behind you, you'll look back on this 
day and laugh, and maybe when I see you at a book signing you'll add a special ‘thank you' to your inscription. What 
you say. O.K. don’t say anything. Just take it easy’. 

Just then they heard the Doctor outside speaking with the orderlies. ‘It's O.K Doc, the detective who had 
been doing all the talking called out "We've sorted things out’. Mr S'arodnap has just been under a lot of stress lately. 
He is looking forward to spending the next few months getting his head together. I'm sure you'll find him extremely 
co-operative. And please go gentle with him. I have the greatest admiration for him’. He said this last nodding to 
S'arodnap, who made only the slightest of gestures to indicate that what the detective said was true, and 
acknowledging the man's praise of his work. Albeit work he had apparently had destroyed. 

O.K, so there were lots of people who wouldn't like him sharing his insights into how the world operated 
with too many people. So it wasn't a question of why, or who? It came down to the particulars. Who in particular? 
Why now? And why the police? Why 6 months in a mental hospital? Of course the ruse of claiming whistle-blowers 
and dissidents are mad, and imprisoning them in mental asylums went back at least as far as Catherine the Great of 
Russia, and was a tradition most recently ‘honored’ in education departments around the world against whistle- 
blowing teachers. But still, the question remained an open one. Perhaps one he would never be able to answer. Who 
exactly, and why? 

‘Well, S'arodnap reflected, I'll have at least 6 months to work that out. Oh well. I could do with a break its 
true. The stress has really been getting to me lately. In fact, to be honest, when they showed me those empty web 
pages, for a few moments I had doubts myself as to whether there actually ever had been any real words on them. 
The saddest fact of my life is that to date I have no evidence that anyone has read anything at all that I have written’. 

Sure, as far as anyone knows, my ideas of being a philosopher might be a delusion. Maybe all I ever wrote was 
a bunch of random jumble of words and utterances. In terms of their efficacy, can any other philosopher who ever 
lived claimed to have done any more than that. Scribbled down a few letters that the rest of the world ignored. Just 
went on living as they had been living, as if those words had never been thought, let alone written down? 

With this he suddenly brightened. Hey, didn't that detective imply he had read some of my stuff? And if 
people were willing to go to such lengths to shut me up, didn't that mean that someone must have read my stuff? 
Maybe someone important and powerful? The idea cheered him up immensely. It gave him the energy and 
confidence to decide that he would enjoy the next 6 months as a sort of game of charades. 

When the Doctor came back in to finish off his ‘business’ with S’arodnap he was quite confused and baffled 
by the changes he observed in him. If he was honest with himself he would have admitted that he was at least a little 
disappointed too. Hadn’t he secretly been looking forward to seeing the man broken? Wouldn’t that have satisfied 
some primal need in him to cut S’arodnap down to size? To be able to feel superior to a man who, inexplicably, had 
made him, the clear superior in the situation, the one in control, the master of the interaction, the one in the 
position of authority, feel izferior? The two detectives should have brought any man to his knees, and left him a 
shattered husk of a man. The Doctor himself had felt quite oppressed and menaced by their presence, and they were 
on his side. The last thing he had expected to find on returning was a cheerful, optimistic, S’arodnap who, if the 
Doctor was not mistaken, appeared to actually be looking forward to his ‘stay’ in this facility 
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Chapter Eleven: Going with the flow 


S'arodnap took it easy. Easier than he had ever taken things. In reality this was like a holiday for him. He had never 
had it so good. He had never had such a comfortable bed. He could take long hot showers. The nurses were cute. 
The food was much better than he could ever remember having. Actually cooked food. 

There were so many fascinating people. And books. A huge library. Best of all he didn't have to worry about 
anything. They provided him with clean clothes, linen, and even, after feeling confident he was not going to hang 
himself with the guitar strings, an acoustic guitar. They thought of it as music therapy. And then there was Mr Puss. 
E. Cat, the house cat. They called that pet therapy. And so S'arodnap was in no hurry to be ‘cured’. In fact he often 
read up in the DSMIII diagnostic manual, just in case he needed to ‘develop’ new symptoms to give the Psychiatric 
Doctors something to work with, some excuse to keep him here. 

Oh, I almost did Puss.E.Cat an injustice. For he was, by unanimous vote, granted an Honorary Doctor of 
Philosophy. So in fact he is now Dr. Puss.E.Cat. He had developed his own special 'therapy', which consisted of lots 
of purr-ing, caressing, and sitting in your lap. His treatment was so successful it came to the attention of all the staff. 
Everyone agreed that this merited public recognition. In fact Dr. Puss. E. Cat, if he plays his cards right, might well 
be up for a Knighthood pretty soon! 

And then there was the ‘incident’. Well, to be correct. The ‘string’ of incidents. You see it seems Dr. Puss. E. 
Cat wanted to make his views of the more conventional therapy being practiced by the Psychiatric Doctor known. 
More than once he had offered his feedback by peeing on the Doctor's door. 

The last time Dr Puss E Cat offered such feedback was of particular note. Just as the good Doctor had 
finished a lecture to his patient on finding more positive ways to express your frustration and anger’, part of a session 
on anger management that the good doctor was so proud of having established in the facility, the same good Doctor 
had heard people ‘greeting’ Dr.Puss.E.Cat near his door. He found himself resenting the approach of a ‘competitor’. 
But soon he had much more to resent than Dr Puss E Cat’s affectionate reception. 

Everyone present could not fail to hear what could only be described as 'wet' noises at his door. They turned 
to each other with faces full of mischievous joy. There was no real malice in it, just a sense of fun. For everyone 
present by now realised that Dr Puss E Cat had left one of his patent ‘report cards’ on the good Doctors door. 

In a blind rage, the good Doctor raced out of his office, throwing his door open in a frenzied rush, and 
running out into the hallway screaming 'T'll kill that Fucking cat if I get my...’ but he didn't finish. It seems that as he 
reached the hallway the large number of patients whose attention he had just caught with his display of ‘anger 
management had left him at a loss for words. 

He returned to his patients, a little quieter, and perhaps a little humbler. Without making eye contact he 
commended his patients on the progress they had been making, and said ‘that will be all for today’. The patients, 
actually was for once feeling better after a session, could see that it was better just to leave quietly, rather than say 
anything. 
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Chapter Twelve: The Great S'arodnap-sby; winning friends and 
influencing people 


Once S'arodnap had made up his mind to just float along for a while, he found life was much simpler and 
easier. He kept his mind cheerfully empty. Empty so that his unconscious mind could do a whole lot of reckoning, 
and a whole lot of planning. Let his unconscious do the work, S'arodnap joked to himself. I'm going back to being 
charming and non-threatening. Just call me Gatsby, he smiled to himself. I'm going to win friends and influence 
people. I'm going to get laid. I'm going to be a success. And I'm going to decide once and for all how to respond to 
the reality that is slowly coming together in my head. What is this reality we live in? What is the optimal way to 
respond to it? 

What shape will this response take? Ah. I will leave that to my unconscious for now, S'arodnap joked to 
himself again, feeling a smile grow upon his face. Ah, it will be good to relax. Just leave the world to itself. And I 
really need it. And more importantly, to someone of such high character, S'arodnap could admit to himself that he 
had earned a break. He deserved it. 

He let himself feel free to relax. To have some fun. Play around a bit. See what it’s like to be liked for a 
change. See what it’s like to feel welcome. And casually glancing into one of the wards, and seeing a beautiful new 
nurse busy with some sheets, S'arodnap began thinking about the possibilities that came with being amenable, and 
playful. The possibilities of flirting, maybe a little affection, even sex, and who knows, he could even vaguely recall 
the actual hope of being loved. It was a long time ago that he had last felt that hope. He couldn’t actually remember 
if he had ever felt loved. But he did recall that he had once at least thought it possible. 
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Chapter Thirteen: Disciple one; "Who am I?' 


S’arodnap had become curious about a particular patient after hearing many stories about him which he didn’t think 
creditable, but which nevertheless raised his interest. The stories implied that the patient had been brought in 
without any identification or records. When the authorities had tried to identify him via dental records and the 
usual ways and means, they had drawn a blank. For all intensive purposes, the man was, legally speaking, no-one. He 
had insisted his name was Kim Jestem. However there were no records of any Kim Jestem in the entire country. He 
had no accent so there was no reason to think he was some sort of illegal alien. 

The best efforts of several psychiatric doctors had failed to trick him into revealing his true identity. He just 
kept insisting that he had no recollection of any events before his involuntary incarceration. Strangely enough he did 
not seem at all concerned about his incarceration at all. He seemed quite content with it. He did not seem to desire 
‘freedom/at all. And as he was never the source of any problems for anyone in the facility, no-one had any problem 
with him being there. He proved an ideal patient, responding to all the Doctors’ and nurses’ requests politely and 
promptly, and acquiescing to any and all ‘treatments’ that were offered to him. 

S’arodnap, curious as he was, respected everyone’s need for privacy, and would never have dreamed of 
imposing upon the interesting patient by directly approaching him, let alone asking him any personal questions. 
However he was secretly very excited and overjoyed when one day, out of the blue, the man actually spoke to him. 

‘And who are you? The question was directed at S’arodnap, but it didn’t really sound like a question. The 
man making the utterance, one Kim Jestem, offered it in a tone suggesting an indifference, but also a willingness to 
take interest in the person, if they turned out to be reasonable. Which was so rare that it was more of a habit, to offer 
the possibility to people, to be reasonable that is, without any real expectation any more that anyone was going to be 
reasonable. But Kim always said ‘trust is something you give. Humans rarely deserve trust. But you give them the 
chance. Because otherwise you trust No-one, and you miss out on the one in a million that is actually worthy of your 
trust. And that, Kim thought to himself, that, my friend, is the greatest waste. 

To waste a good human, when they were so rare. So scarce. That was unforgivable, for a great man. It was 
forgivable in a lesser mortal, of course. Lesser mortals played the odds. They were practical. But a great man had to 
act like the moral filter evolution otherwise failed to provide. The filter that could take the occasional specs of gold 
from the mud, and bring all these specks together to form a brilliant, glowing, beautiful thing. A life worth living. 
Lives worth living. A society worth reproducing. 

Then Kim continued without waiting for an answer, perplexing S’arodnap, but also gaining his keen 
interest. Legally speaking J am no-one’, Kim offered limply. Without interest. Without any sign of care for how 
S'arodnap was going to take this. This was a compromise. It had grown out of thousands of unwanted, nauseating 
questions. It was a carefully calculated response. It was the outcome of the consideration of how best to answer so 
that no further questioning should be necessary. It was motivated by a deep desire that the questioner should leave 
him in peace. No further questions should follow. IF he could manage it. But of course there was No such response. 
There was no way to answer such a question, without getting caught up in some small talk. He loathed small talk. 
His most hateful question was 'How are you’. He had written whole books answering that question. Anyone could 
read them, if they were really interested. But had they? No. They imagined he was some sort of slave to their wills, 
and was obliged to repeat sentences over and over like some suffering automaton, simply for their individual benefit. 
As if he had some obligation. It was slavery. He hated it. 

S'arodnap had in fact heard about this man. The terms others used to describe him were meant to indicate 
he was mad, fucked up, just some nut-job. All these terms a completely different picture in S'arodnap's mind than 
the speakers had intended to paint. 
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Genius. That is the image their descriptions drew in S'arodnap’s mind. This man had sold his identity, and 
had been in the middle of a suicide action when he had been ‘apprehended’ and taken to this facility. S'arodnap had 
actually read his books. Books he'd written before he'd apparently cracked under the strain of his genius, and the 
worlds complete indifference to it. 

‘Lam happy to make your acquaintance. Let me know if I can be of any use’ was S'arodnap's response. And 
this caught Kim, 'Mr legally no-one’ completely by surprise. He had been coiled up ready for the typical patterned 
interaction, and all the frustration, stress, and even migraines that accompanied them. He felt like a pin somewhere 
had been pulled, and his clock-work, tightened, compressed, and tense, suddenly 'sprung' open, with a sensation of 
relief that came so suddenly and unexpectedly, that he actually felt a smile come to his face. At first he could not 
place the exact feeling. He didn't recognise the smile at all. It was some strange, alien contortion of his face, and lips, 
and eyes. And he stared at the back of the retreating S'arodnap with disbelief, and something verging on joy, even 
liberation. "Who is that man?’ Kim Jestem, 'Mr legally no-one'asked himself. 

In this case S'arodnap was one of those one in a million who comprehended Kim. S'arodnap understood 
Kim. S'arodnap appreciated his brilliance. And this was not lost on S'arodnap. S’arodnap appreciated what sort of 
soul mate he had found in Kim. And what his friendship would mean to Kim. He felt the same way. He had felt 
alone in the world for much too long. His life was much easier now that he had given up, but still he had secretly 
longed for someone to interlocute with. Something to really commune with. To share his thoughts and feelings 
with. Someone who could understand him. He yearned for real communication. 

Wasn’t that, after all, why he had written his books and blogs? Hadn’t he been sending out a plea to the 
universe for an interlocutor? Hadn’t he felt the need to connect with another living being? With another living 
mind. To communicate in the true sense of the word. To share something in common with another living being. To 
no longer feel so alone, isolated, and separate from the entire universe? 

S'arodnap did not in any way interact with Kim as any sort of potential means to any particular ends, let 
alone as a means to his own ends. He simply appreciated Kim as an end in himself. A battered, bruised, destroyed, 
and yet more significant human than any of the supposedly ‘adapted' people, the ‘successful’ people, those who ‘went 
along and got along’. 

He appreciated Kim as he would an impressive act of nature. Like a beautiful storm. Like a battered, 
dwarfed, twisted and contorted Oak tree that had grown up between granite crags on a windswept, hostile, wind 
beaten and storm battered mountain-side. He just felt good knowing that Kim existed. The world had produced a 
Kim Jestem. Surely that meant there was some hope yet. Some promise. Something to bother existing for. Some sort 
of future? If the universe could produce a Kim Jestem, then it was not completely in vain. It had some good in it yet. 
And if it could produce one Kim Jestem, then it might be able to produce more things worthy of imbuing with 
consciousness, awareness, sentience. 

‘And who are you?’ Mr legally no-one called to the casually retreating figure of S'arodnap. S'arodnap turned, 
smiling with that genuine smile of his. The smile that turned his face, which could appear completely mad with rage 
and frustration, with complete disgust, contempt, and fury, into a boyish, charming, countenance. A look that said ‘I 
see you. I see the best in you. I am for you. I think you're grand’. ‘Call me Xob S‘arodnap, if you will’; he offered, 
smiling, with words full of warmth and acceptance, even goodwill. Mr legally no-one considered this completely 
acceptable to him. He felt no need to ponder on such a name. Surely this was 'Xob S'arodnap'. Why not? He took 
him as he himself was. So why should he, Kim Jestem, not take him, Xob S’arodnap at his word? Why shouldn’t he 
be 'Xob S'arodnap'? 

‘S'arodnap? Xob?' he called out, his enthusiasm filling out his body, and encompassing him like a new set of 
very expensive and flattering clothes. I once used the 'nom de guerre’ Kim Jestem. I like your name. Reverse 
Pandora's Box right? Brilliant. Kim Jestem is pretty clever too, well, at least I used to think so.’ 

S’arodnap turned to face him, giving him his complete, undivided attention. His entire demeanor, from his 
posture to his smiling eyes and warm smile, offered Kim his complete acceptance and approval. Kim felt that 
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S’arodnap was seeing him in his very best light. Seeing him in the best light he could possibly hope to be seen in. 
Seeing all his good qualities and his as yet unrealized potential for good. He felt validated. He felt accepted. He felt 
he had made the best possible impression upon S’arodnap that he could ever have possibly wished to make, let alone 
hoped or expected to make. 

S'arodnap appeared to see Kim, in all his as yet unrealized perfection and completeness. It made Kim want to 
be the best he could possibly be. To live up to S’arodnap’s expectations of him. Kim could not help but feel a surge 
of desire to be of use to this man. He wanted to give back all he could. For S'arodnap had somehow given him 
everything he needed. He wanted to repay S’arodnap with everything he had. For S’arodnap had somehow given 
him, Kim, his ideal self. He had given him the self he had always wanted to be. Because S’arodnap had validated this 
ideal self, Kim somehow felt that he was now free to become that ideal self. 

All these revelations and feelings rushed over Kim like a wave of warmth, acceptance, and approval. If Kim 
Jestem was ever going to have anything like a religious experience, well, this was it. 

‘Kim Jestem hey? Well, Mr ‘who am I? that's it, isn't it?’ S'arodnap offered with a broad, warming smile of 
approval. That's very clever, by the way. You know I spent a few years in Poland myself. Yes. What do you say we go 
for a walk, isn't it a lovely day? I was just thinking about something you wrote in 'Veil of Ignorance’...’ and the 
conversation drifted off with them as they ambled out into the sunshine. 

If you had not known where they were, you would have imagined they were two great buddies who were 
sharing their common dreams with each other in the currency of words. Dreams they were going to realise together. 
With one as the natural leader, and the other as the devoted servant. Desiring only to serve. Gaining his complete 
satisfaction and self-realisation in being the tool for the other to use in Ais glorious plan. A means to another’s ends. 
But in no way a slave. For this tool ‘owned' his master’s vision. This tool would gladly sacrifice anything it took to 
serve him. It would be no sacrifice. It would be a gift, a selfish satisfaction, to simply be allowed to serve this man. 

And he would not be the only one. There was something about this 'Xob S'arodnap' that drew people in. 
People felt privileged to be of some service to him. To be his tool would be more desirable than to be master of all. 
For in helping S'arodnap, they gained their absolute best selves. They achieved their ideal selves. In his presence they 
felt acknowledged in their entirety. S'arodnap saw the best in them. He expected the best of them. He gave them 
selves that they had always desperately desired. And that was more valuable, each of them knew, than anything else 
anyone else had ever been able to offer them, let alone deliver. 

Those who met S’arodnap, and were not repelled by his clear superiority over them, who did not feel the 
need to ‘cut down this tall poppy’, all bathed in his warmth and light. They experienced a sense of being whole. They 
felt their own authentic ‘whole-i-ness’. What the religions of the world had always promised but rarely delivered. 
True holiness. 

They felt, for lack of a better word, loved. And this love flowed in abundance from S'‘arodnap, splashing 
about and around people in generous abundance like summer rain. The people could then not help but return it 
lavishly. 

And at some level it was a sort of dependency. They felt better around S'arodnap than they had ever felt 
before. They felt they were realising their best selves. They felt themselves open up around him. They could 
physically feel a sensation of new potentials being opened up for them. New selves being revealed to them. In a way 
they became like addicts to a drug. The drug was this sense of S'arodnap having seen the best in them that they could 
ever possibly hope to have anyone see in them. 

It was the sense of being comfortable being them-selves. They simply felt good about themselves. For the self 
that S'arodnap saw, was the ideal self each of them unconsciously had for themselves. Their very best selves. And 
S'arodnap just saw that immediately, without any prompting. He took that best self for granted. He acted like that 
best self had already been realised. 
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You felt you had made a better impression upon him than you could ever have hoped, let alone expected, to 
make on anyone. And so you needed him. You needed that feeling that you associated with him. Doing what he 
asked you to do was simply fulfilling your highest ambition for yourself. It was pure synergy. 

S'arodnap had the charm of a magician, the power of a priest, the charisma of the Shaman. He was possessed 
of the sort of universal archetype of leadership that only god-men of the mythical past were seen to have possessed. 
But he was here. Now. He was your god-man. He was for you. He was for you. He was on your side. He was your ally. 
He was your champion. 

In this way, at some primal, pre-conscious level, his will was an extension of your will. Your will became 
alloyed to his will. His power became your power. And so anyone who came in direct contact with S'arodnap became 
a part of him. Satisfying him, then, was to satisfy your deepest need. You felt a genuine communion with him. You 
shared in his success. His success was your success. Your success, you felt, was his ambition. 

Those who never met him personally were overwhelmed with the loyalty he had engendered in those who 
had met him. In most cases this lead to people constructing an even greater, more glorious, iconic image of the man 
than they ever could have for the real, flesh and blood man himself. They formed an idol of him in their minds. They 
formed him in their own, individual, unique image of their ideal leader. Their ideal Saviour. Their ideal idol. 

For not having met him, they could imagine him possessing all the qualities that their personal ideal would 
possess. He was thus everyone's personal god-man, made after each individual's own image. And so in some ways his 
power was even greater among those who had never actually met him. He fulfilled all their ideal requirements in this 
way. His fame and following grew and grew, on this basis, in a way that few people who had known him personally 
could ever have accounted for, despite the very best impressions he may have made upon them. 

Psychologists, and students of David Hume, would also have understood the phenomenon that followed. 
For those people who had initially not succumbed to his charms soon found themselves his most devoted and 
energetic supporters. Their initial malice towards him, as being their superior, was soon overwhelmed by a love for 
him, as their superior. All the energy that had been bound up in their envy and jealousy towards him was converted 
into admiration and love for him. The stronger their initial impulse to ‘cut down this tall poppy’ had been, the more 
strongly their current desire to serve him and promote his success. 

People who had known S’arodnap before his later success had to acknowledge, if they were going to be 
honest, that no matter how confusing and angry S'arodnap would often get with you, you could not help but feel his 
love. It hadn’t stopped most people from trying to harm him though. In fact it had actually had the opposite effect. 
In order to justify, to rationalise to themselves, their hatred of him, as legitimate, they had to construct artificial 
grounds for that hatred. 

They could not admit to themselves that they simply felt malice towards him for being their moral superior. 
For being more morally ambitious. For highlighting their own faults indirectly, by not possessing them himself. For 
making them feel guilty at acting on their own negative impulses, by not acting on is. Their emotional motives had 
to be cloaked in nobility. They felt a need to rationalise their irrational hatred of him by inventing rational reasons. 
These were mere excuses to act on their emotional impulses. And the greater their need to rationalise their emotions, 
the greater the need to define S’arodnap, in their own minds, and then in the social reality, as a bad person. As a 
person actually deserving of their malice. 

By defining him as evil, they could define their own malice, motivated by envy and resentment of his 
goodness, as moral. As good. As just. As fair. As rational. As commendable. And so the better he was, the more active 
their need to undermine his character in their own minds, and in the minds of everyone else. He was so good that 
they felt compelled to demonise him, to justify their own desire to destroy him. To kill the messenger. To demonise 
the messenger, and thus discredit his message. Once the message, the truth, was discredited, they no longer needed to 
feel bad about themselves. They could go on acting on their negative impulses, without any ‘good’ people around 
that would, by contrast, implicitly draw attention to them. 
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Throughout history great, good men had been crucified in this way. Only after the mob had destroyed them 
would they turn around and de-ify them. Only after the messenger was killed, could anyone show any sympathy for 
their suffering. And only a long time after could anyone begin validating their message. It was a high price to pay for 
the messengers. And too few people ever real came to understand their real message. That was a sad part of human 
nature. A sad fact of society. 

The few people who had known S’arodnap, or who had interacted with him, had to admit, after having done 
their very best to destroy him, to shut him up, to discredit his implicit and expressed message, could still admit in 
private, in their more honest moments, that he was love incarnate. 

Even at the height of his power he was often bitter, enraged, and impatient. Not with the people around him 
as such. But with the situation. And yet the people felt with him. They never felt his rage as something hostile. It was 
the rage of love. A love for them. A love for all sentient beings. And his hatred, his seething, burning hatred, was 
against everything in the world that prevented them from being able to live lives full of beauty, love, and joy. 

Never once did any of his followers ever feel that he was hostile towards them personally. No. The hostility 
was a form of devotion to them. An expression of his love for them. For their perfect selves. For the best selves they 
could be, and would be. Yes they would be. They knew this. He gave them this certainty. And so the monster that 
those in conflict with S'arodnap might see, was transfigured into an awesome, beautiful creature of light, love, and 
purity, in the eyes of those who loved him. 
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Chapter Fourteen: So how did you get to be ‘legally no-one’? 


S’arodnap was interested in Kim’s story. Kim was more than eager to tell him anything he wanted to know. He was 
excited to be of some use to S'arodnap. To show S'arodnap that his good impressions of him were justified. 

So he began his story. "Well, I remember I was walking around aimlessly, just wishing I was zot. You know 
what I mean? Like hoping my heart would just stop beating and I could just be finished with my life. Oblivion. And 
then one day after coming out of the chemist with a prescription for some anti-depressants they had put me on, this 
guy comes over and starts talking to me. And the gist of the whole matter was that he could offer me the chance to 
do whatever it was that I had always wanted to do before I died, and all I had to do in return was to die. 

‘Officially, that is', he quickly added. And of course I asked what the difference was. And he said that all I 
had to do was to agree to stop being me. Well, that sounded fine to me. It was as if he was an answer to my prayers. I 
could hardly wait to stop being me. And so I got into talking with this guy. He seemed very decent. Well dressed. 
Polite. He looked you straight in the eye. There was nothing at all seedy about him. You could tell he liked his job. 
He had this aura of integrity about him. Like all the parts of him fit together. There was nothing that was not 
consistent about him. He was proud of the service he performed. He was comfortable in his own skin. Like I said. 
He was, as someone once said “all of one piece’. He formed a complete whole. 

So anyway, it turns out he had, well, the people he works with, had people who could replace my dental 
records with other people’s. And so I asked what other peoples? And he said, well, that was how he could make the 
offer. There were hundreds of very rich clients of his in Eastern Europe and Central Europe willing to pay a lot of 
money to become me. And of course I laughed. Because I wondered why amy one would ever want to be me. You see 
the joke, I guess? O.K. And so, well, to cut a long story short, I agreed to his proposal. I got a lot of money. I gave a 
lot of it to P.E.T.A, you know, the animal rights people, and spent the rest on all sorts of drugs and women. And 
then I was ready to finally leave this world behind. Only somehow they, the sort of people who work here, well, they 
brought me back. I mean to the world. And then here. 

S'arodnap listened intently as only he could, as Kim told him his story. He was not thinking his own 
thoughts. He was paying close attention to every word, to every subtle intonation of Kim’s, and to his slightest of 
gestures and accessing cues. He was a devoted listener. He was sincerely trying to understand everything Kim 
verbalised, and every other way he communicated his story. His body language. His face. His eyes. He encouraged 
him with questioning looks at the appropriate times, encouraging Kim to go on and explain. He leaned towards him. 
He subtly mimicked Kim's every gesture, but in a way that Kim never consciously realised. 

All Kim knew was that he felt that he was, for the entire time that he was speaking, the center of S'arodnap's 
complete attention. He felt flattered at this attention. He felt really listened to. It was an overwhelming feeling. He 
almost cried. He felt that S'arodnap had understood him completely. That S'arodnap had empathised with him 
totally. Kim's pain had been S'arodnap's pain, at the appropriate points. And Kim's logic was totally accepted by 
S'arodnap as he explained it. 

Kim continued. “The guy who gave me the money in the end was really talkative. And I was a bit nervous. 
Well, actually, almost a nervous wreck. You know, despite the great impression this guy made on me. I mean, I’m 
sure you've seen all the movies, right, where in the end the nice guy kills his accomplices, the “Mr Bigs’ eliminate the 
small fry?. 

Yeh, so, despite all the positive vibes I felt around this guy, still, I could not help letting my imagination get 
away from me. I had this fear that this guy was now going to kill me, and so save them all that money. But he didn't. 
And, you know, I wasn't sure if I was glad that he gave me the money. I would have been quite pleased if he had just 
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pulled a gun and killed me on the spot. I was that badly gone, you know? Of course S'arodnap knew. Kim could see 
that clearly in his body language, in his face, in every gesture and every glance. 

‘But no, the guy hands over a bag of cash. Straight up. And then he offers to buy me a drink. And it was then 
that he started telling me all the various ways they would get the I. D's. He would use his contacts to find clinically 
depressed people, like myself. And even better if he could find people with really bad medical prognoses, like people 
who had been told they only had a few weeks or months to live. And it was these potential clients that offered him 
the easiest results. They had been told they were going to die anyway. They had nothing to lose. And he offered them 
the chance to fulfill their last wishes’. 

‘He went on about how surprised he was at how so few of them actually wanted things for themselves. I 
mean you'd expect people to want to enjoy their remaining days like me, on women, and whatever drugs they could 
get their hands on. But it seems most of them became better people once they felt vulnerable. So as it turned out, 
many of them only wanted to provide for their family and friends. Many wanted to make large contributions to 
charities, like I had with PETA. Of course a few wanted luxury cruises with hookers and drugs, but they were more 
the exception’. 

‘Like I said, I did a little of both. Pd never had much fun in life, so I figured I deserved a little. But I also 
wanted to make sure that I somehow left the world a better place. And so I gave a load of cash to P.E.T.A, figuring 
that the greatest victims of injustice, violence, and cruelty on this planet today is suffered by animals.’ 

‘Anyway, he'd said how it sort of broke his heart, to see all that goodwill, and wondered why it was people 
couldn't always have that sort of goodwill. Imagine the world, he said, if we all thought we were dying soon. And this 
guy is almost crying now. But then he cheers up and goes on, telling me how they would then have records changed 
at hospitals by his contacts, and it would seem that the doctors’ prognoses were wrong, and the patients survived, 
and strangely enough suddenly became very successful and wealthy. 

Of course no-one, he said, ever noticed because no-one had any reason to look into the cases further. And, of 
course, he felt ashamed to say, he often considered getting doctors to lie to patients, to give them false prognoses, 
telling healthy patients they were going to die, just to give him more potential people to work with, in getting I.D's 
for his clients. But he said he had never gone in that direction. Said he hadn't needed to. So many people dying of 
cancer he said. Mostly smokers and heavy drinkers. Young enough so that his clients would not appear unusual’. 

‘He joked about those clients of his who bought I.D’s of people much older than themselves. How they are 
going to live, officially, to be the oldest people around, How their doctors are going to be telling them how young 
they look for their age. You know, the people who bought the I.D’s of people older than themselves’. 

Most of his clients were already middle aged. They were the people with the means to afford his special 
services. So it was not too much of a problem. The real challenge was finding people around my age. Younger people. 
He had to do a lot of leg work, he said, to find people like me.’ 

All this time S'arodnap was totally there for Kim. He was not waiting for a chance to interrupt with some 
thoughts of his own. He was listening. Actively. Trying to understand. Really wanting to. Really paying full 
attention. And that made Kim feel special. It made Kim feel a powerful emotion. Love. He would not have dared 
admit it, think it aloud, or even know it too loudly inside his own head and heart. But it was a kind of love that he 
felt for S'arodnap. 

S’'arodnap waited a few minutes, looking at the ground, then at Kim, then up to the left, then shaking his 
head, as if digesting all this information. And only then did he make a comment. ‘Kim’, He smiled. That is an 
amazing story. Thank you so much for sharing it with me. At his Kim felt himself floating in the clouds with a 
feeling of euphoria at having proven himself worthy of S'arodnap's high esteem. He was completely content with 
S'arodnap's smile of approval. 

That was how S'arodnap treated people. He expected they would prove worthy of his esteem and approval. 
At least that is how he made people feel. S'arodnap kept an open mind about any one he met. He never judged 
anyone based on appearances. He valued each individual as a glorious potential. And it was in this way that he 
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helped those he came in contact with to actually realise the very best of their potential. To even extend that potential 
further. Further than it otherwise ever would have grown. And people were always surprising S'arodnap with the 
information and experiences they had to share, if you would only listen. 

He never demanded anyone converse with him. He never pushed anyone to share something. He respected 
other people’s desire not to talk completely, and without any question. For him it was natural that sometimes people 
just did not want to talk. 

He understood that you waited for people, and when they were ready, they would share. People liked to 
share, but they hated to feel pressured into sharing. So he was just as pleased with you if you told him you didn't feel 
like talking, as if you opened up all your secrets to him at once. He respected your emotions. 

It was, ironically, this respect for your desire not to speak or share that actually, ultimately, within a short 
time of having met S’arodnap, which made you eager to communicate with him. To talk with him. To share 
intimate secrets and thoughts and feelings with him. 

His respect for your feelings made you want to reward him in some way. You wanted to have something to 
offer him. You wanted to contribute something to his wellbeing in return for the special way he made you fee.. You 
wanted to return the acceptance and approval you felt he had automatically extended to you. 

People who had, on first contact, avoided interacting with him, as they would have avoided anyone else, 
soon found themselves drawn to him. They felt a desire to communicate with him. The feeling they got from him 
was so rare that they wanted to hold onto it.. And so these normally taciturn people often found themselves going 
from experiencing a taciturn resentment of another person's intrusion on their thoughts, to a sudden need to share 
anything of themselves that might be of interest or value to him. They all sought approval and acceptance. They got 
it from him. 

So they kept coming back to him to secure another ‘hit’ of that feeling. Like addicts. The feeling of approval 
and acceptance is such a basic human need. Such a compelling desire. Whether or not people are conscious of it. And 
anyone who offers any acceptance and approval is therefore bound to gain a certain level of influence over people. 
They are bound to generate a lot of goodwill. They are bound to make a lot of friends. Even among people who are 
bound to be, at first, at least a little skeptical, if not downright cynical. 

S’arodnap remained listening after Kim had finished. He was in no hurry. He was there for Kim. They 
enjoyed a comfortable silence together. Kim couldn’t help smiling at S’arodnap, who returned the smile. It was an 
easy, natural, authentic, completely unforced smile. 

Then Kim’s face suddenly brightened, his eyes lighting up with joy. “Look, I've written this little multi-media 
"Theater of the Absurd’ piece. S'arodnap could see how excited he was to share this news with him, but also an 
underlying anxiety and fear of failure. Kim had surprised himself when he heard himself just then telling S'arodnap. 
And now he felt a little uneasy. Why had he told him? Why tell people such things. They only just throw them back 
in your face. No-one ever takes them, takes ve seriously, Kim thought to himself, dejectedly. 

S’arodnap noted the sudden downcast look in Kim’s eye that had replaced the initial enthusiastic eagerness 
to share something. He sensed some conflict had emerged in Kim’s mind. Some ambivalence at sharing what he had 
just a moment before so eagerly desired to share. He read Kim’s sudden change of color and the subtle ‘accessing 
cues’ of his facial gestures and body language. And so he made an extra special effort to be enthusiastic and genuinely 
interested. ‘Something like Becket and Stoppard? REALLY? WOW. Now THAT I would love to see. Tell me 
about it’, he insisted, his body language and words reinforcing each other to ensure his message of genuine interest 
carried clearly. To ensure that Kim would feel confident of a positive reception of whatever it was that he was willing 
to share. To ensure Kim that there was no pressure on him to share any more than he felt comfortable sharing. And 
that what he did share would be validated and approved of. 

At this Kim's face brightened and his features appeared to open up. His posture became erect. He became 
excited about life and living. This was enough reward for S'arodnap. His degree of empathy was perhaps his greatest 
strength, and weakness. He felt the joys and sorrows of others, of all living things, so deeply that it could lift him 
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soaring the highest heights, and then crash him deep into the darkest abyss. Kim felt S'arodnap's genuine interest 
and delight just then, and felt a surge of energy. Just then S'arodnap was reminded of something he'd read in one of 
Kim's books. Kim's genius had burned him. He had paid the price of being too far ahead of the herd. He was 
singularly innovative. S'arodnap felt a pleasant sense of anticipation. About this play of Kim's, and the possibilities 
that the near future might hold for them both. 


59 


Chapter Fifteen: Kim's play 


Kim explained to S'arodnap how the play would cycle through its narrative, mostly silently. Its power would be 
almost wholly dependent upon the facial expressions and body language of the actors. His two characters, like in 
‘Waiting for Godot’, want to kill themselves, but they cannot bring themselves to suicide. It takes greater courage 
than either of them possess. It turns out to be harder done than either of them had ever imagined. And so his two 
heroes agree to kill each other. After all, murder is easier than suicide. 

They get to the point of pointing loaded weapons at each other, and counting down 3, 2, 1. 

But then one of them remembers something. ‘Hey, but what about kittens’. ' 

What do you mean ‘what about kittens?’ the other replies, frustrated, irritated, confused, but also secretly 
relieved. 

‘You know. Aren't there lots of good things in life? You know. Beautiful children.’ 

‘Yes, some. But most are ugly. And anyway, they all grow into mean, nasty, horrible adults!’ 

‘And Police. They grow into police and psychiatrists and big fat liars and cheats and opportunists’. 

‘So. Any further candidates for 'these are a few of my favorite things?’ 

‘What?’ the other replies. 

‘Nothing’. ‘Are you finished now? Can we please get back to the business at hand? Could we maybe finish 
something we started at least once before we die? 

"Hearing his own words sounding so absurd at that point, he shuts up’. 

‘Listen’, the other says, surely there was something, you know, at some time in your life, at least once, one 
thing that that justified living? 

‘Oh, yes, sorry, I'd forgotten’. ‘Illusions’. 'False hopes’. 'Unrealistic dreams’. ‘Delusions’. "Wishful thinking’. 
‘Unrequited lust’. 

'I think you mean love’, the other interjects. 

‘Love?’ ‘What?’ 'Oh, unrequited love?''O.K, that too’. 

Then suddenly one suggests to the other, ‘Can we play a game?’ 'Games usually help pass the time, don't 
they? If my memory serves me still? 

The other man gives him a look, appears to be considering the idea, and then acquiesces. ‘O.K, let’s play at 
guessing. So now I'm doing something, and you have to guess, O.K? 

‘O.R the other replies, rubbing his hands together gleefully, as if awaiting some big fun. 

The other asks ‘Any clues at all? (Smiling, expecting there will be clues), "There usually ARE clues you know. 
O.K, so are you doing it NOW? 

"Yes', the other answers. 

‘Right then’. 

He is walking around. 'So you are doing it now? “The one sitting down asks. 

'YES'. 

'W ALKING?’, the one sitting down offers flippantly! 

‘Nope’, the one walking replies. Then he sits down, his chin in his palm a-la that famous sculpture of Rodin, 
‘the thinker’. 

‘Can you give me another clue perhaps? The other asks? 

'O.K, most people do not Like to do it’. 

'That’s my clue? The other enquires.’ Oh, they don't do they? Hmmm... Sitting?’ 

'No' the other answers, a little exasperated. 
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‘And you're doing it right now?’, the other asks, this time appearing to have an idea. 

Yes.' he answers, hopefully. 

At this the other looks down anxiously to see if maybe the other actor is pissing his own pants. Ahm. Still no 
idea. 

"NO, you haven't a clue, have you!’ 

The other suddenly appears to have had a good idea. ‘Look. I think I've got a plan. 

‘Ah, the best laid plans of mice and men’ the other replies, sardonically. 

‘No, seriously. A plan’. ‘It's just too hard for reasonable people to kill someone in cold blood. I mean, it’s a 
fact. Most murders escalate from trivial arguments, and in the heat of the moment someone loses their temper. They 
lose their mind and kill the other one’. 

T'd like to lose my mind’. The other replies. ‘How do you manage that little trick?’, 

‘You're not listening’, the other answers moodily. ‘Arguments. You get really angry at the other person. So 
angry you ‘lose your mind’ and... ' 

‘Ah, I get it’, the other interjects. "That's the best idea you've had since I've known you’. 'So where do we start 
this ‘escalation’? 'I mean, how do you start ‘escalating?’ "They say statistically it happens every hour. Someone 
‘escalates’ into a rage and kills someone they know. Right? It's statistical isn't it? 

‘Something trivial’. 'O.K. Well how about you stealing that girl from under my nose?’ 

‘Sorry. That was terrible of me. Definitely not trivial’. 

‘Oh, sorry. Do you think it has to be something ‘trivial’? ‘Are we supposed to work our way up to something 
more serious like that? Does it ruin the whole thing if you start too high up?’ 

'I don't know’ the other replies. But, before you kill me, I want to tell you how sorry I am. I have deeply 
regretted having inflicted that pain on you ever since. And I mean, she wasn't even a good lay. In fact, to be honest, 
she just literally lay there’ 


your best friend’s girlfriend. I think it kinda ruins the whole ‘feel’ of the apology’. 

‘Sorry. I can't get anything right these days.’ 

The other reflects a moment, wanting to be helpful. 'So where should we start then? You were saying it had 
to be something trivial. Wasn’t that it? Wasn’t that the whole point? Something trivial escalating? 

That's right. Something trivial’. 'O.K, how's this. It really pisses me off how you always... 

'Yes. Always...Keep going. I think you're onto something’, the other enthusiastically encourages him. 

‘Always...’ 

‘Yes, Always...and it really pisses you off how I always do it, doesn't it? Really gets under your skin doesn't it? 
Just eats at you and...’ 

‘Oh shut up the other interjects. You never give me time to think. Always just interrupting just as I'm getting 
somewhere like some big dumb fat jackass who always has to finish my sentences cos he's just so much smarter and 
wittier and, Argghh’. And then he violently spits out 'I could just...’ 

‘Yes Yes. You could just? 

‘Oh. Nothing. It's useless’. 

Kim then goes on to explain that he hasn't got the rest of the dialog finished, but it would go something like 
this. 

So then they abuse each other, criticise each other, airing all their gripes and grievances. In one instance one 
gets so angry and pissed off that he actually pulls the trigger. But the gun jams, or the bullet is a dud, or a blank. But 
they didn’t know that. Which shocks them both completely. They are both thoroughly ‘relieved’ by this good 
fortune. "You know, we just scraped our way out of that one. What good luck. Whew. To think how close we just 
came to death. It just makes you think doesn't it? Just makes you appreciate life. I mean, right this minute we might 
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To this Kim added ‘You see, don't you? The ‘affirmation reflex’. We humans are so absurd. You take even 
the most suicidal of us, and when you face them with an actual threat of death they suddenly fight against the idea 
they had just been pursuing, It's just so ironic. That's why you get so many suicides among rich successful people. 
The rest of us are barely managing to survive. It's this ‘affirmation reflex’ thing. 

Then when the excitement of their ‘lucky escape’ has worn off, our two heroes return to their previous 
listlessness, and grumblings on the pointlessness of existence. But then the one who had just had the 'near miss’ 
suddenly becomes animated, realising that his friend had just about nearly killed him. He is horrified that he had 
actually been able to pull the trigger. This realisation leaves him shaken and angry. 

‘You, you, were actually going to kill me, you fucking bastard, you actually killed me...I can’t believe it ..and 
he starts beating him ineffectually with his arms, hitting him, over and over sort of loosely until he is exhausted and 
falls into him. 

The other catches his fall and they sort of half stand, supporting each other...which is comic in a tragic sense. 
Ridiculous and very human. He apologizes profusely and genuinely, crying, begging forgiveness, shamed, guilty, 
unable to forgive himself, pleading with other. He grabs him and holds him dearly, crying. They break down like this 
in each other’s arms. 

It is pathetic but human. It is a sort of "Zen-master-student moment ' as the shock brings them to sudden 
enlightenment. They end up finding excuses for each other’s bad treatment of the other, including how they stole 
each other’s lovers, ruined the others chances with girls they wanted for themselves, and sabotaged each other's 
relationships and careers, all out of selfishness, greed, envy, jealousy, and insecurity. 

Just then some small act of nature occurs, something beautiful appears, a baby animal, and for a moment this 
distracts them. ‘Ahhh, how cute. Look. Isn't it beautiful?’ 

For a moment there is peace and calm, in this pleasant distraction from their lives. But this calm soon passes. 
The baby animal moves on and off the stage. 

As the cute baby animal wanders off the stage, followed by the longing and charmed gazes of our two actors, 
we return to the start of the play again. 

The play begins from the beginning once more. It cycles over and over, repeating with some slight variations, 
while never actually ending. The ‘end’ will be whenever the audience decide to leave. 

But it will be a little hard for the audience to decide when to leave. For each time the play cycles they will 
receive the impression that something different is about to happen. Slight variations will produce this idea in them. 
And so they will never be sure if they should leave or not. They won’t want to miss out on the end. But they will 
never be able to be sure when the end has come. For it will never officially occur. 

After a third repetition, the play appears, for all intensive purposes, to be repeating again, when suddenly a 
screen emerges behind the two actors. On the screen the entire scene continues playing, as the two actors sit down to 
watch it, fascinated. They don't seem to recognise themselves. They find the 'movie' funny and moving, without 
realising it is simply replaying the scenes they have just been acting. They comment now and then on the realism of 
the acting and plot, or criticise the actors for being a bit weak, and the writer being a bit naive and sentimental. 

Once the play has cycled through in this way once more, it begins to replay, and our two actors don't appear 
to notice. They are engrossed in the ‘film’, fascinated at being allowed a glimpse into the lives of the two characters of 
the film. And so as the lights dim, we lose sight of them. But the ‘film’ keeps playing. 

Then one comments to the other, ‘Can't we just change a bit here and there? You know, a bit of variation? 
Excitement? I mean, I don’t expect that we can change the ending, but a bit of novelty would be nice now and then, 
even a bit of suspense. I mean, do we have to keep repeating everything ‘exactly ‘verbatim, over and over again. 

‘Like here’, he says excitedly, ‘Couldnt we change it here just a bit?. I mean, here we could... ' 

But the other shakes his head as if the other just doesn't get it. 'Look’, he says, 'O.K. say we did try and make 
some changes...it’s only going to end the same, isn’t it? I mean, no-one can change the ending, can they? So why 
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‘You remember Buddha reminded us that the striving for pleasure always produces displeasure, in the end, 
and...’ 

And then the other, interrupting him ‘Sure, yes, but what about Nietzsche? 

At this the other breaks out in laughter. "You really think the two of us are going to contribute to the 
becoming of the superman? Us? O.K, sure, but his point was that you can’t look at life from a cost benefit approach. 
Of course for most of us the costs will be higher than the benefits. But if you look at it in an absolute way, I mean, 
accept the pain as a pre-requisite to experiencing the pleasure...’ 

The other, interrupting him, completely incredulous. ‘Pleasure? What pleasure? When was the last time we 
had any pleasure? Sure, sometimes it looks like we are on the verge of it, that it is just around the corner, but when 
we sweat and slave up the road and turn that corner what do we get? Nix, Nada, nothing! It’s all a trick, this hope 
business. Tricks you into playing an end game is all. Sure, a few people get their ends, but it’s clear who is lucky from 
the day they are born...a few are lucky...that tricks the rest of us into imagining that our luck could change too...but 
that is all a load of...’ 

The other man cuts him short, interjecting. ‘Sure, but that's the point. It’s all going to end the same, so surely 
we should take some chances now and then, shouldn’t we? You know, try something different. I mean, it is risky, but 
in the end it all ends up the same anyway, doesn’t it. So surely it’s worth seeing if we can find a better game to play? 

‘Live dangerously’, you mean?’ the other suggests. 

‘Yes. Take some chances. Change a few things. Just to see if it might make a difference. At least it would be 
different. Not just the same repetitions ad nauseum. I mean, shouldn't we at least try and see? What do we have to 
lose? 

The two actors then sink into quiet reflection as they continue watching the ‘film’. While they are watching 
themselves on the screen they offer each other, in expressions of futile hope, the illusion that they might have had a 
better life ¿if only... 

“What if I had married that girl, you know. I might have been happy?’ 

But the other reminds him, 'No, it wouldn't have worked out. You would have divorced her after a few years 
and left a couple miserable children’ to pay for your own mistakes. 

‘Yes, I guess you're right. Everyone else did that. Why should I be any different? ‘But still, what if I had 
worked harder on that book I was going to write. I might have been successful. It has happened to others! You have 
to admit it has happened to others. Other people have worked hard and gotten lucky! 

‘Sure’, the other replies, ‘But success doesn't buy you happiness. Just more comfort to be miserable and 
neurotic in. I mean, if you weren't so neurotic, well, that might be a different story!’ 

‘But if I had gotten really rich?' He goes on. 

To this the other replies You only would have wanted more You know, habituation.’ 

'Yes, I guess you're right. So where does that leave us then?’. 

The other looks around the set, then settles his gaze upon the screen again. 'Here I guess’. 

‘So none of that would have made any difference? The other asks, still hopeful somehow. 

Nope. Not a bit. So, you see, we were better off not bothering. I mean, look at all the problems we've 
avoided!" 

'Yes, the other responds, ‘and all the kids too!'. 

"What kids?', comes the other’s puzzled reply. 

"The kids we would have had, if we had written that book and been a big success’. 

"What book?’ comes the others frustrated reply. 

‘Oh, just forget about it’, replies the other, now irritated at the way the conversation had developed. 

Kim then explained how the stage now would darken gradually until the actors were no longer visible to 
anyone in the audience. 
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‘Now’, Kim added brightly. You see the audience has no idea when the play will finish. You see? And so 
many will leave during the first ‘cycles’. Some may come back when the screen appears with the film. People will be 
thinking self-consciously whether they should still be watching, or if they should have left earlier. You see? That is 
what I'm trying to get at. Do you get it? 

At this S'arodnap was pulled from his imagining the stage and actors and audience as Kim had been 
describing them. And yes he could see people leaving at different times, people wondering if they were supposed to 
leave. Whether they should leave. And so his answer, when he gave it after a suitable period of reflection, satisfied 
Kim to the full. 'I love it’ was how S'arodnap began his answer. 'We have to put this show on one day Kim. I mean. 
It's brilliant.’ ‘Powerful’. And with this S'arodnap gave the slightly awkward man beside him a look of wonder, 
arching his neck back as if to take in the whole of him. 

Encouraged, Kim went on to explain his ambitions for the piece. "You see, the thing is, how are we, I mean 
the audience, and we, as people, to know if things just ight end up ending, well, well? You know, a happy ending. I 
mean it does happen. Sometimes. It happens. We all know of someone who got lucky, don’t we? 

‘Or whether at least something exciting might be just about to happen. I mean we expect life to be 
meaningful. Don’t ‘we?. We expect life to redeem itself. We expect some redemption in the characters. Like in life. 
Like with Plato, in his Republic. You know, how he is going to censor everything, and force all the play writers and 
poets to have stories in which everything makes sense in the end. Like life, even god redeems himself in the end. All 
the suffering and pain has to make sense in the end. To be justified. And so we all have been brainwashed by 
Hollywood to expect that things will work out in the end. The pain will produce some lasting good. And so we 
should suffer and endure it. One day we will see how it was all for the best.’ 

S'arodnap said nothing but smiled encouragingly and nodded his approval. He listened intently. And so Kim 
continued, excited like a small child telling an adult about something joyful they had just experienced. 

'So', Kim continued, 'So the audience will keep wondering if they are supposed to hang in there. They don't 
want to miss out on anything. They don't want to look stupid to the others in the audience. They feel a need to 
leave, and a need to stay. Some leave, and wonder if they have missed anything, and when they hear something that 
sounds different from before, they might come back in and watch until they realise they have been tricked. 

The film keeps running, even after it gets so dark that the actors can leave the stage without anyone in the 
audience realising it. And at some point they guess they should leave. But nothing is certain. And so they have to 
make a decision. 

How many will just hang it out just in case something might happen? Something good. Something 
redeeming? Maybe at least some sort of insightful and helpful explanation that would make sense of it all. 

But I offer no explanation! No redemption. No climax. It just goes on and on. Fuck Plato! Fuck the 
Hollywood that has implemented his censorship. You know they're trying to turn the free world into his 'Republic' 
don't you? Ever since Diocletian. Trying to make the slaves think they are free, and that one day they will be 
rewarded for all their suffering and misery. That one day all will be revealed to them, and everything will make sense, 
and they will thank their god for having put them through it all. Because it’s going to be worth it in the end! 

That’s what I'm trying to get at. But do you think they'll get the point? I mean the audience? Do you think 
anyone will get the point? Will anyone even come to watch such a play? Would anyone even put my play on? 

S'arodnap responded with a meaningful raising of his eyebrows, his serious eyes looking deep into his 
interlocutor's. Kim could see that here was someone who did ‘get’ the point. It was a real relief. Finally to have 
someone to talk to who ‘got’ you. It made all the difference. It was a form of validation. In the course of this silent, 
quick validation, Kim went from a small boy excitedly describing something to an adult to a confident, self-trusting 
adult. S'arodnap noted the sudden transformation with pleasure. Kim suddenly seemed much less ‘broken’. He was 
going to heal. S'arodnap was sure of that. Kim would one day be ‘whole’ again. Kim just needed to be around people 
who could appreciate him, and validate him. Kim would be O.K. 
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S'arodnap could see the powerful point of Kim's play. None of us could know for sure if we should leave. 
Maybe the plot would redeem the actors suffering? And wasn't it all just a metaphor for our lives? It was a question 
S'arodnap had dared not ask himself. Only then did he become aware of the hard realisation that he had never 
allowed himself to ask himself that question. Was there any point in forcing the audience to sit and wait in vain hope 
that something ‘entertaining’ and ‘redeeming’ would soon happen in 'the play'? Should the actors be allowed to hope 


against hope for some redemption, when surely there was never going to be any redemption. Wouldn't that be just 
too cruel for words? 
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Chapter Sixteen: Winter reflections 


By the time winter was over S'arodnap had made many new ‘friends’ and acquaintances. He felt quite at home. He 
was not required to take any medications, due to his apparent complete surrender to the whims of his psycho- 
therapists. They all said he was making astonishing progress. They were sure they would cure him in no time, as long 
as he continued to be so cooperative. 

It began snowing one day and didn't stop for several days. S'arodnap then noticed curious ‘frosted ferns' 
begin to ‘grow’ on his window pane. He marveled at how life-like they appeared. And they had ‘grown’, there was no 
doubt about it. Surely he was watching the very basic building blocks of life. Self-replicating patterns. ‘Seeded’ by a 
piece of frost, then 'grown' in Fibonacci sequences, each new formation building upon the previous sum of early 
formations. He recalled all he had read about non-linear equations, so-called ‘fractals’. These ‘frost-fern-forests’ that 
‘grew’ on his window pane were beautiful examples of ‘fractals’. S’arodnap reflected, in the quiet of his room, how 
these frosty fractals might even hold answers to some of the most basic questions of life. They managed to hold his 
fascination for a very long time. He found himself falling asleep to meditations upon their possible meaning. 

After the blizzards eased, the sun came out to shine upon a crystalline wonderland of powder-snow. 
S'arodnap was mesmerized by its beauty. The fallen snow crystals were dry to the touch. They had formed thick 
layers that hung over eaves and made impressive sculptures of any object they had fallen on. The snow looked for all 
the world like white sandstone. Only instead of representing thousands of years of geographical time, each of the 
layers of dry snow crystals represented hours and days. But the layers were distinct. This crystal ‘sandstone’ was 
sculpted and bowed like flowing waves caught frozen in time. It formed overhangs and ledges, piling up in some 
places to form future avalanches. 

S'arodnap reflected how sandstone was built up of the dead bodies of small marine animals over hundreds of 
thousands of years. These creatures would die and fall to the bottom of the ocean floor over millions of generations. 
Then one day these ocean floors had been raised up as tectonic plates crashed and ground together. 

Hanging from the eves were, what seemed to S’arodnap, impossibly long stalactites of frozen water that 
reflected the light in vibrant coruscations. S’arodnap could easily imagine one of them falling down upon an 
unsuspecting person, with fatal consequences. But his fears proved unfounded as the frozen threats slowly melted 
with the warming of the air, and rather than falling down in one sharp, violent crash, the stalactites gently dripped to 
the ground, slowly but surely, drip by drip, never posing any threat to anyone. 

It was a magical evening. S’arodnap really enjoyed the peace and solitude, the light bouncing off crystals, 
reflecting back all the colors of the rainbow. At one point an entire field appeared to be covered in diamonds. 
S’arodnap turned his head slightly this way and that so that the diamonds shone through the entire spectrum of 
colors. 

However he was happy when a few other patients noticed him, and waved. As he crunched back towards the 
amber lights of the clinic he was joined by some of his new friends. And together they went in to dinner. 
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Chapter Seventeen: Revelations 


S'arodnap wasn't counting the months, for he was as happy as he had ever been. He'd never been as comfortable. Life 
had never been as easy. But it was around 8 months later that he got a surprise visit from the detective. This time 
without Jake, his colleague. 

However this was in no way the same man. O.K. He looked the same. Well, at least up to a point. For his 
face had taken on an entirely new character. All traces of his apparent psychotic, threatening, socio-pathic, hardness 
were gone. He was all warmth and smiles. He was genuinely happy to see S'arodnap. He was genuinely pleased that 
S'arodnap was doing so well. 

Former Detective Lang had deliberately avoided making any inquiries about him. In fact S'arodnap's police 
file sheet stated clearly that he had committed suicide. The coroner's report stated ‘death by hanging’. So for all 
intensive purposes it would have looked very suspicious if Lang had ever asked about his progress. 

New documents had arrived at the psychiatric facility a month after S'arodnap's ‘voluntary’ registration at 
the clinic. The Psychiatric Doctors were thrilled with the new ‘evidence’ of their patient's obvious delusional illness. 
For now they had the hard ‘facts’ about the man. 

He was in fact ‘Luc Cipher’. He had been a casual teacher before being blacklisted for incompetence and 
‘inability to work as part of a team’. Since then he had had various casual employments. It all fit in perfectly 
conveniently with their initial ‘diagnoses’. The Doctor couldn't wait to present S'arodnap with these facts. Surely it 
would bring on a break-through in his treatment! He would have to accept these facts. And then he could begin 
healing. He would have to reconcile himself to his failures, to his humble realities. 

The Doctor who had admitted S’arodnap felt more than a purely professional satisfaction with this 
situation. For finally he would be able to re-ascend to his rightful place of superiority over this patient. For no matter 
how far the therapy had progressed, he could not overcome the feeling of inferiority, whenever he had to deal with 
S'arodnap. That is, Luc Cipher. 

So for all intensive purposes the man Lang had coerced into ‘volunteering’ for treatment here at this clinic 
no longer existed. 

And this was appropriate. For Detective Lang no longer existed either. He had just been a ‘character’ Lang 
had been playing. For Lang was a professional actor. Or at least had been. Before he had been recruited. 

S'arodnap was pleased with the change in the man before him. Lang warmly touched him on the arm and 
asked him if he might have a few moments to spare. He wanted to show him something. And so they found a table 
in the library bathed in a warm golden sunshine. Lang then offered S'arodnap some newspapers to peruse. He was 
puzzled at first, as they were 8 months old. But then the confusion in his face turned to complete surprise. The front 
page showed a photo of the completely blown out side of an apartment complex. As S'arodnap had only moved in a 
few days before, and had never really become familiar with his last flat, it took him a few moments to recognise the 
complex as his own, then- new, flat block. 

Lang then went on to explain. ‘You see, S'arodnap, we got to you just in time. In fact we were surprised 
ourselves that they'd be so quick in wanting to get to you. 

I mean, no meanness intended, but, honestly, how many people had ever actually read your books? 

But you see, it seems the people who count had, and they had come to the same conclusions as ourselves, only 
from the polar opposite points, morally speaking, if you want to speak in moral terms. But they would only have seen 
it in practical terms. Your ideas threatened their benefits, their vested interests, their power, privilege, and pleasures. 
You threatened to become a real pain to them S'arodnap. Jf people had ever started reading your books. And 
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understanding them. And demanding the changes that this understanding would logically be expected to motivate 
in them. 

Congratulations, Herr Heinrich Von Der Golzg. You have my greatest respect and admiration. A true Akhen- 
atic hero. “The Priests at On’ would have recognised you as one of their own immediately. 

At hearing his own name for the first time in so long S’arodnap felt a strange sense of self-possession come 
over him. Lang apparently noticed, and gave him a conspiratorial wink. 

And it seems that up until now that you had always managed to be just one step ahead of them. Take a look 
at these photos, Lang said as he handed over a large envelop. Inside were photos of many of the flats S'arodnap had 
once lived in. 

All of them had suffered fires, smoke damage, or some form of violent catastrophe. All of them. Only he had 
never gotten to hear about it, as he had moved out and away. 

Lang pointed out the dates on the photos for S'arodnap, adding. "We checked it all out. You were always just 
a few days ahead of them. It seems you'd move out, and a few days later your old flat would go up in smoke. Just too 
many co-incidences not to attract our attention.’ Lang then laughed as he added "They must have thought you were 
psychic, or had some huge conspiracy working for you!’ Can you imagine how they must have puzzled over that one? 
We have it on good authority that they ‘neutralised’ several of their own agents over this matter. It just had to have 
been an inside job, they had reckoned. That or you were psychic. How else could anyone explain it? You always 
moving out just a day or so before they did their ‘hit'?’ 

‘Are you psychic S'arodnap?’, Lang quipped, a warm, joking look in his eyes 

At this S'arodnap looked up at Lang, his face a mixture of confusion and smiles. 

‘No, we didn't think so’. But then how to explain all this good fortune? 'And so it seems this time they were 
going to get you as soon as you moved in. Only we came to the same conclusion. No-one can be that lucky all the 
time. So to protect you we had meant to nab you that night. Only we hadn't figured on that Highway Patrolman 
being so generous and trusting. All we can say is that it is lucky for us, and of course you, that you always do what you 
say you will do. See. That's what saved you this time. You're integrity. You turned up at the police station just like 
you said you would’. 

At this S'arodnap reflected how close he had come to forgetting, despite his every good intention of 
following up on his promise to the Patrol cop. The realisation hit him suddenly and he took a moment to get his 
bearings. Then something Lang had said sprang to the foreground of his mind. Something about Priests at On?’ 

‘Priests at On? Yes he was familiar with them. But what could Lang possibly mean? Lang could see 
S'arodnap's mind working. 'You mean the ancient Egyptian Priests at On? The one whose teachings the Egyptian 
Pharaoh Akhenaton had tried to establish in his 'Atenic' religion? The first mono-theistic religion? The guy who 
abolished all the superstitious rituals, and all the privileges of the priest classes? Built his ‘City of the Sun’. 
Established a system of ethics based on mutual respect for all living things, truth, and justice? 

The guy who founded the sun-religion which was really a philosophy more than what we'd normally think 
of as a religion. No priests. No dogma. Just simple ethics. No privileged priest class. No sacrifices. And to top it all 
off, a pacifist. No more generals growing rich and powerful from the plunder of wars of conquest. No more rape, 
murder, and theft in the name of the gods of war? That Akhenaton? The one who wanted everyone to live in 
harmony with nature. The one whose temple was a simple reflection of the beauty of nature itself? That 
Akhenaton? Pharaoh Amenhotep the Fourth? The one who took the name Akhen-aton? The High Priest of the 
Sun? 

Lang enjoyed watching how lightning quick S'arodnap's mind made connections. He had been impressed by 
his, Von Der Golz’s, books and Blogs. Brilliance like his rarely survived to shine its light onto this dark world. And 
now he could see the lights shining in S'arodnap's eyes. He couldn't help but smile with gratification. Such a privilege 
to be here, now, with this man. He waited full of anticipation to see just how far S'arodnap's mind could penetrate. 
Just how many individual items it could connect together, to form a whole impression. To discover the pattern. To 
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recognise the meaning. Just what meanings was this great mind just now constructing from this new data that Lang 
had provided? 

‘And Kim? Kim Jestem? Oh thank the gods that be not! That was you guys too? Oh how I thank you for 
having brought him safely from the world that would have destroyed him. And all those whistle-blowers and broken 
heroes? That was you? At this S'arodnap reached out both hands, taking one of Lang's in them and holding it. ‘Oh 
thank you, whoever you may be’. Thank you and the gods that didn’t make you. 

‘Yes, Kim was a really special case too’, Lang offered with a genuine note of respect and admiration. With 
this S'arodnap accepted Lang's implicit recognition of himself. "We had been observing Kim for years. He had 
suffered so much for being special. For being ‘better’ than all those around him. And it had taken its toll. We feared 
he really would take his own life. And it would have been such a waste. He had so much to offer. So we observed 
him. We followed him. We looked into that whole LD racket. And once he'd actually sold his I.D, we figured, well, 
now he was legally no-one, we could easily grab him, and get him in here. No-one was going to be looking for him. 
And his truthful, honest, factual story would satisfy the Psych's that he was indeed delusional. Mad as! It was a bit 
cruel, but sometimes...’ and at this S'arodnap chimed in...'You've got to be cruel to be kind’, and they both smiled and 
laughed. 

Then S'arodnap adopted a softer, deeper voice. One that would not travel beyond the two of them. 
Whispering, he had learned in the Army Reserve, traveled much further than a deep, soft voice. And it was more 
conspicuous too, so people tended to listen in. 

'You said A-group? Operatives? Akhenaton Group operatives?’ S'arodnap continued as Lang nodded 
validation. ‘And so there is actually an organisation founded on the same principles as Akhenaton's philosophy? 
S'arodnap's face lightened and glowed at the prospect of this. Again Lang nodded, admiring how ‘quick’ S'arodnap 
‘got’ things. You gave him two and two, and not only did he put them together to get four, he'd placed them in a 
wider holistic context that yielded four thousand. 

Lang reflected how this man before him really was the same guy he had heard his superiors continually 
praising and validating. It was as if he were some sort of god-man. And here Lang was, sitting opposite to him. 
Talking with him. With this god-man in the flesh. And his own flesh tingled with excitement. It was the closest 
Lang would ever come to a meeting with Akhenaton himself. For while none of A-group believed in re-incarnation, 
they had hoped for a new incarnation of another Akhenaton-like man. In fact the organisation had been waiting 
thousands of years for this man to emerge. This man sitting right opposite Lang. 

'I guess this place is ideal for ‘spying’ on people’ S'arodnap continued in a conspiratorial tone. ‘I imagine it 
was the perfect place to observe potential new recruits? To see how they would act under different situations. 
Different stresses? See their deepest motives? See what moved them? See how corruptible or idealistic they were? 
See how principled or opportunistic their actions were? 

Lang kept nodding and smiling in response to every comment and question of S'arodnap's, validating every 
point, and glowing with joy to see S'arodnap's mind in action. 

Yes S'arodnap really might be "The One’. He really did appear to have the qualities of an Akhenaton. That 
smile. Those eyes. That natural way of drawing people to him. Gaining their absolute trust and confidence. You 
never doubted his intentions were anything but good and noble. Yes, Lang reflected ‘It really was as if he were 
standing next to Akhenaton himself.’ 

For a moment Lang imagined S'arodnap in the full regalia of Akhenaton. Standing facing the rising sun, 
embracing it in his open arms as it filled the golden vessel with beams of golden, radiating warmth and goodness. 
Pure. Life giving. Truthful. And S'arodnap, as Akhenaton, turning with the vessel towards the people, articulating it 
in such a way that as he turned that the reflected rays of the sun were turned upon them, and upon the many arrays 
of golden mirrors and parabolic reflectors which then sent the warm golden light flooding around the gathering 
place which was his temple. He could see S'arodnap as Akhenaton seeing that light reflected in the eyes of all the 
gathered peoples. 
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He felt a true rapture. A complete bliss. He knew that he must, that he would, that he desired nothing more, 
as the very meaning of his life, do everything and anything to protect this man. To be of service to this man was his 
ultimate joy. He would protect him with his life. To die in the performance of that duty would be the best use he 
could imagine ever putting this, his current life, to. For it would be in the service of his own infinite number of next 
lives. 

All this time S'arodnap looked at him with that friendly, open, warm, approving, acceptance, his eyes 
sparkling with friendly hospitality, as if waiting for some opportunity to find, to bring out, and to validate, the very 
best in his interlocutor. 

When he could see that Lang's mental processes had come to their natural end, he gave him a moment 
before continuing. ‘And that other fellow, your partner, the mean vicious violent looking bastard? That's just an act 
too? 

No, he really IS a mean, vicious nasty bastard, but he is useful...great cover for me...doesn't think much...is 
ready with the fists when need be...in fact a little too ready...even enthusiastic...but it adds to the realism...he doesn't 
have any brains so he could never pose a risk to our operation, or my cover...he never thinks...I doubt he has ever put 
one and one together, let alone two and two....we have loads of guys like that ... we use them...they have no idea... like 
the Dr. Psych's here...lucky for us the world is full of corrupt, cynical, mercenary and not too bright people...filling 
positions of authority and power all around the world...we employ them on their terms...even if they knew about us 
they wouldn't care, as long as they got what they wanted...power, privilege, sex, drugs, money, status. It was easy to 
use such people to our own purposes. They weren't intelligent enough to ever be a risk. They were never curious 
enough beyond what we could offer them. We could use their talents, abilities, and their very natures in ways that 
served the good. 

This world being as it is, the most vicious, nasty, brutal, stupid, indifferent, apathetic, unprincipled, 
opportunistic of characters often proved to be invaluable to our plans. My partner, for instance, has gotten me out of 
more jams then I'd ever have guessed I could ever have managed to get into. And he is perfect cover for me. I just 
provide a void for people to project their fantasies onto. He provides a context. A background. He scares the hell 
out of people. He used to scare me, until I realised how stupid he was. But he is also loyal. That's one of those strange 
things you know. He is a real pack-animal. And I am his pack leader. I am his alpha male. He would die for me. 
Seriously. He would also happily beat the crap out of any innocent bystander if he could find the flimsiest pretext, 
justification, or excuse. And I've had to use my wits to control him. But you know, he's like this loyal dog. And I've 
sort of grown to love him. 

Can you believe it? This animal. But I guess that's the point. Emotions are animal. I know he would kill for 
me. He might even die for me. And that is a very powerful thing to know. But sadly there is no real hope for him. For 
he is a vicious brute. He loves violence. He knows his own power. He realises his own power only physically. And it 
fills him with joy to realise it. Like when you might construct some brilliant argument or brilliantly de-construct 
someone else's. It gives you a real sense of your own power. It is satisfying. Yes. So. No. It’s such a pity. But I reconcile 
the sad reality with the knowledge that spread among the world’s current leaders, so many of the type he represents, 
so many vile loathsome creatures, have had their talents directed toward the good. Turned by our organisations 
clever use of them. As tools. As means to our ends. And next lives they will all inherit the loveliest of natures 
imaginable, if we succeed. If; Herr Von Der Golz, we prevail. 

Of course you yourself would be the first to see that the best place to keep our most treasured geniuses is in a 
‘mental institutions’. You'd be the first to enjoy the irony of this, I'm sure. For the powerful have always defined any 
dissident that proved any real threat, by virtue of their intellectual competence, and well, virtue per se, as mentally ill. 
Right? And at least since the days of Catherine the Great, Empress of Russia, the high minded and ethically noble 
intellectual has been sent to insane asylums, to be driven insane. This was done to discredit their arguments and 
teachings. Undermine the credibility of the messenger and people can allow themselves to simply ignore their 
message. 
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All they had to do was to refer to the current state of the broken prophet to discredit them amongst most of 
their disciples. In this way you would deny any potential moral leader any influence whatsoever on the minds of the 
public. If those in power could drive them to despair they might even provoke them to acts which could be defined 
as hostile and aggressive. The victim, the prophet might even re-act violently, in response to the violence perpetrated 
against themselves. 

And while the violence that had been perpetrated upon them would be hard for them to define, and explain, 
and have validated by the public, it having been mostly non-physical, their own physical acts of violence, the only 
responses available to them, could then be defined as non-provoked hostility. 

Then you could just treat them like common criminals. They would have justified, by their own simple acts 
of provoked, defensive, righteous violence, the unjust violence that had been perpetrated upon them. The public 
would never care to inform themselves of the whole story. They were always happy to see their moral superiors cut 
down to size and destroyed. They would let the tail wag to dog. They would blame the victim. And validate the 
perpetrator’s actions as legitimate. 

Yes, but more than that, people feel generally uneasy about dealing with mental illness. It has that stigma. 
And so people don't want to know what goes on in these places, right? They don't really care what goes on here, just 
as long as they don't have to deal with it. In fact they don’t even have to know about it. They can just pretend there 
are no problems! 

So long as they don't have to deal with the problems of inconvenient behaviors and attitudes, they are happy 
to leave the ‘treatment’ of mental illness to anyone willing to take responsibility for that treatment. 

They want to be like those proverbial "Three Monkeys’. Seeing nothing, hearing nothing, saying nothing’. 
They don't want to know. Then they can absolve themselves of any complicity in anything nasty that might go on in 
here. For surely mental facilities are prisons. They are there to keep people from becoming nuisances. And the easiest 
way to do that is with chemical straitjackets. But the side effects are visible and disconcerting. People don't want to 
see the effects of these chemicals. They don't want to have to think about how horrid it must be to be a patient. They 
just want to imagine that someone else is dealing with the problem. And so they can just imagine the problems have 
been solved. No more problem for them. In fact so as long as you don't make anything a problem for them, they are 
more than happy to leave you alone. For reasons like these, these sorts of places are ideal for our purposes. 

High security. No public interest. You can tell the politicians anything and they will just accept it. They 
don't want to know the truth. They would just hate to be informed of the facts, and possibly feel some moral, or 
legal, obligation to do something about it. They might not be able to sleep well at night, knowing what is really going 
on. 

So they will never look closely at what goes on. It is just pure poetic irony that most of the people that we are 
interested in tend to gravitate naturally to these places. Well not so much gravitate, as get pushed into them. And so 
they have proven the perfect place for protecting potential candidates recruitment to our A-groups. We can observe 
them closely. We can monitor and test them intimately. We can run tests no-one in the outside world would usually 
submit to or comply with. 

We can bring people together who would never otherwise meet. We can guide and lead and suggest. We can 
push people till they break. We can really find out what they are made of. And then we can recruit them. And if they 
don't fit in, well no-one was ever going to even listen to them, let alone believe them, if they even tried to tell others 
about us. To tell others that a secret organisation tried to recruit them. 

I mean, let’s be honest. Even if they wanted to, well, who are they going to talk to? Other in-mates? The 
public certainly won’t be eager to listen to anything a mental patient, a potential ‘mad-man?’ might have to say. They 
are legally non-persons. Their rights have been forcibly taken from them. They are no longer, as far as society is 
concerned, considered persons. Even a criminal has more rights than a mental facility patient. Even a convicted, self- 
professed, confessed mass murderer has more legal rights, and will easily gain a larger audience for their utterances, 
even fame, than a mental patient. 
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S’arodnap took all of this in quickly. You didn't need to explain anything. Once you laid out a few points to 
him, his mind instantly joined the dots, made the connections, recognised the patterns, and placed them in a holistic 
context. Lang could see how pleased S'arodnap was with the whole set-up. He was impressed. Lang felt proud to 
have been able to impress S'arodnap. It was not often you could really have the beauty of the whole thing 
appreciated. It took another genius to appreciate the genius of a great plan fully. Only another genius could really 
appreciate a genius. 

The brilliance of the plan was the product of his training and the whole organisation of which he as a part. It 
was thus conditioned and limited. However the genius of the man before him, the glowing, incandescent genius of 
S'arodnap, was a personal asset of the man. It was not the product of some organisation. It was not the outcome of 
strictly implemented protocols and millennia of training and education. It was innate. It was inborn. It was 
individual. 

S‘arodnap had been born with a mind capable of comprehending patterns where others saw only a random 
chaos, discrete events, and isolated, independent conditions. S'arodnap's mind could ‘smell’ the subtlest 
inconsistency in an argument. It could sense that something, somewhere, in the most complicated and impressive of 
arguments, or models, was amiss. He could then identify and invalidate assumptions that others would never have 
even realised had been made. 

He could de-construct the arguments of the most respected authorities. Arguments that appeared perfect 
and incontrovertible. Arguments no-one else would even dare considering attempting to challenge, let alone dream 
of disproving. These same arguments would fall apart under his scrutiny like the flimsiest of arguments made by a 
child. S'arodnap could then construct the arguments anew. And his new constructions would gleam and flash like 
brightly polished diamond planes. Frictionless. Without any seams or joins. Flawless. Perfectly consistent, both 
internally and externally. Compelling. The only way you could even try to counter them would be by attacking 
S'arodnap personally. And that was why he had had to be saved. That was why he could not be allowed to let himself 
be naively destroyed by foes who did not play fair. S'arodnap, Heinrich Von Der Golz, had always made a point of 
playing fair. Of being transparent and honest. He had made himself a target by being too good at what he did. And 
worse. By being too good per se. 

‘One thing though. You're a trained actor right? I mean. Jeez, did you give me the heebee jeebies. I could 
have sworn you were a pyschotic sociopath. So cold. Icy-cold, man’. S'arodnap shuddered when he thought back to 
those interviews. 'I mean, your mate was dangerous looking, but you. You were pure threat. You were lightning 
violence a person wouldn't want to unleash. A vicious genie in bottle you'd dare not uncork. A raging storm just up 
ahead that you were gonna steer clear of if you could help it. Like an abyss.'. But here you stand before me all 
sunshine and daisies. I mean. Which is the real you?’ S'arodnap kidded him. 

Or was he? You couldn’t be sure. This uncertainty somehow made it all the funnier. 'Yep, you got me there. 
Lang offered with a warm smile. Four years of Actors College. Three years directors’ school. And Five years 
surrounded by hardcore criminals, some with, some without uniforms.’ Real nasty characters, S'arodnap. And that 
‘empty’ character I played with you. That was self-defense. I couldn't let anyone see anything I was ever thinking or 
feeling, or I wouldn't have lasted a day. They would have eaten me alive. I learned that ‘blank’ look for a role I did for 
my acting examinations. At the exams it had knocked “em out cold. You know, there was a time I might have gone to 
Hollywood. But things came between, you know. And I'm actually glad. I might never have been recruited into the 
organisation. I might never have found my true purpose. A purpose worth living, and if need be, dying for. 

Lang and Heinrich Von Der Golz, known to us as S’arodnap, spent the rest of the evening talking about the 
intricacies of the organisation. In this way S'arodnap became fully acquainted with A-group (Group Akhenaton) 
and their aims. A-group had each generation sought out a leader. A natural leader. It was not enough to train 
someone up. They had to have innate talents for this work. They had to have been born with this gift. They had to 
resonate as a whole with the aims and means of A-group. They had to be, more or less, new-incarnations of 


Akhenaton, and of “The Priests at On’. 
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For each age there was a leader. As Akhenaton was for his time, so was Paul for his. And while many other 
leaders of 'religions' such as Mohamed sought to emulate some of the philosophy of “The Priests at On’, via Moses 
and Paul, and his constructed super-man Jesus, and Plato and his constructed superman Socrates, they were only 
emulators. They did not have the vital personal truth within themselves. They were not born to it. They merely tried 
to simulate it. And the vital ingredient could never be simulated. It had to be innate. Like Moses compared was to 
Akhenaton, were Paul and Mohammed also. They simply did not possess that innate nature of an Akhenaton, an 
Xob Sarodnap. 
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Chapter Eighteen: Success = authority=an audience 


The first thing S’arodnap had done upon his release, and upon being introduced to other members of A-group was 
to make a resolution. He became determined to bring the most important elements of his philosophy to the masses 
in popular books and films, just as Lang had suggested. He had in fact already begun before Lang had revealed the 
true nature of his incarceration 

Ultimately S’arodnap surprised himself by the talent that he showed for this enterprise. While he was 
committed to never becoming a ‘sell-out’, he was also determined to bring his message to the masses in a form that 
they might readily accept. He was going to do his best to offer up wisdom in a form that the general public might be 
able to relate to. Forms that would appeal to them. Forms that would be entertaining and enlightening at the same 
time. Sure few people would ‘get’ the point of his films, but some would. And that had been enough for the Buddha, 
so it would be no mean feat if he himself somehow managed to teach a few people a few things, despite themselves! 

S'arodnap's success never changed him. It only empowered him to realise his earlier plans. His vision. He had 
begun writing popular fiction, then screen-plays, during his time in the psychiatric facility. He tried to enlighten 
people a little, in this way, but his focus was on success. For he had realised that the oldest form of authority was 
success. Success in battle. Success with harvests. Success with fertility. Success. Today it meant success in business. 

Become a success and people paid attention to what you said. They took you seriously. They hoped that if 
they listened to you, they might learn the secrets of your success, and find success themselves. Success was taken by 
some as proof of their god's love for them. That was the Calvinist thing. The protestant work ethic angle. If you were 
successful on earth, then surely it was a sign that god had chosen you for a glorious destiny, and a place in heaven. He 
rewarded those he loved, surely? 

This authority was ‘transferable’. People were interested in any-thing you had to say, once you were a 
celebrity. They would listen to you talk on any topic. This gave you an automatic audience. It gave you potential 
influence. People were even interested in those old philosophy books you had written way back when you were a 
nobody. But still it was hard to get the right people to read those books. The people with the natures that would be 
open to the ideas presented in them. The people willing and able to become holistically enlightened. He didn’t just 
want people superficially skimming them out of a fascination with the person who had written them. He wanted to 
bring his books to the people who might prove able and willing to comprehend them, and actually change their ways 
of being, seeing, and acting, as a result. 

More importantly his success presented a real opportunity for A-group. For they could ‘launder’ their gold 
money through his films and books. They set up publishing houses and film corporations. They had a surplus of 
gold. More gold than their plans ever called for. They were keen to convert their large amount of unaccounted for 
gold, into a smaller amounts of legally declarable and explainable cash. They were willing to trade a commodity they 
could not use as legal exchange, for a far lower value of legal tender. 

So they would buy their own books. They would hire their own films and fill the cinemas with their own 
people. They would open English schools and fill their student rolls with fictitious students. They offered great 
courses at very low prices, to attract enough real students to make the whole business appear legit. 

In this way they were, for all legal purposes, extremely successful. And the ‘profits’ which thus appeared on 
their balance sheets were completely legally accounted for. And so they would sell gold for 1000 dollars. They would 
‘invest’ in their own publishing and media empire, buying their own books and films, and paying their English 
instructors for classes they were often not required to turn up for. And so that 1000 dollars of unspendable gold 
would end up as 400 dollars in ‘profit’. Profit which they could use for their purposes, where gold was just a little too 
conspicuous. 
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Of course most people had no problem accepting gold, if it was offered under the table. But in many cases 
the bribes and payments had to be payed via transparent, conventional banking channels. Lobby groups had to 
report their ‘campaign finance contributions’ up to a point. You had to pay professional lobbyists at least partly in 
the form of officially declared income. And most of the work they needed doing was done by employees engaged in 
traditional occupations. You couldn't pay them in gold bullion. Gold was much too conspicuous for any sort of 
open, public, transparent transactions. 

And the thing was, once they started buying their own books, these books got into the best-seller lists 
around the world, and became very popular. The films went the same way. When people saw that a film had ‘grossed’ 
so many millions in its first week, they became curious. And so did journalists. And so eventually these businesses 
proved genuinely profitable. 

In fact S'arodnap proved to have such a talent for writing, and for bringing together the most creative talent 
in the industry, directors, producers, actors, musicians, even accountants, tax-lawyers, and cooks, that soon the gold 
itself had become more or less redundant. 

The businesses themselves grew and grew. And soon there was enough legal cash to invest in holiday resorts, 
pleasure centers, and ‘retreats’. These would be used for recruiting potential new A-group members, and for selecting 
the future individuals who would come to make up the planned 'ARK'. You attracted people by offering them 
pleasure and relief. And by offering medical services in conjunction with such resorts and hotels, you had access to 
high quality genetic samples and medical histories. The world's most beautiful, talented, successful, and powerful 
people would come to you. You could attract all the most intelligent, beautiful, healthy and creative people from all 
walks of life, by offering them jobs, training seminars, and free holidays. 
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Chapter Nineteen: S'arodnap's earlier works become ‘compelling’ reading 


At first S'arodnap was full of hope and energy at the prospect of people actually listening to him. But many of his 
ideas proved just too subtle and sophisticated for people. They were happy to listen to him talk about anything he 
cared to talk about. It seemed that the people found him fascinating, no matter what he cared to talk about. But he 
didn't feel that anyone was really getting the deep insights he needed to impart. 

And so it was that S'arodnap hit upon an ingenious plan decades after having finished what were to him his 
most important works. His philosophy volumes. He had himself experienced how boredom had lead him to read 
many of the books that had proven most influential for him. Books that he would never otherwise have bothered 
with. He had found himself many times without a television, or company. It was this fact that had had lead him to 
read many of the world’s finest novels and philosophies. And it gave him an idea. 

He would first identify people he thought might be suitable as A-group leaders, due to their intelligence, 
ethics, demonstrated empathy, and other elements of a favorable holistic inheritance. He would then arrange for 
them to end up somewhere isolated, with nothing to do at all for so long that they would read anything. He would 
see to it that television, mobile phones, and even radios didn't work. And so people would become hungry for 
stimulation. For books. And the only books available would be his. So they would read them. 

These books would include details of how to contact the author. This usually took place in one of the many 
luxury retreats S'arodnap had invested the returns from his later popular books and film adaptations back into. It 
was all the rage to spend time in a wilderness retreat, in pure luxury. People would be dropped by helicopter in the 
middle of a wilderness, to enjoy every luxury in perfect isolation. And as S'arodnap had control of these luxury 
retreats, he had control over all the communications equipment. So it was easy to play his little trick on his selected 
quarry. 

A-group used the new luxury retreats, including club-med style islands, and luxury ocean-going liners. They 
would select their clientele based upon thorough research. They would then filter out those they considered the best 
prospects, after having personally met them. They would form the first part of A-groups ARK. 

The ARK was A-groups Eugenics program. The luxury resorts would automatically attract the richest, most 
successful people in the world, from all areas of business, finance, entertainment, and the health professions. They 
were all steady customers of A-groups holiday resorts. S'arodnap would also select candidates from all areas of 
politics and business and contrive for them to ‘win' free holidays. S'arodnap would find the most beautiful and 
talented people, the most gifted, those with the best holistic inheritances, and would contrive for them to be invited 
with some pretext to seminars, or job interviews, or whatever they might respond to, whatever might be appropriate 
to the person, in order to lure them into the retreat, and thus into the first step of A-groups ARK selection program. 

Of course it was very hit and miss. Few of the people S’arodnap conspired to trick into reading his books 
actually succumbed to his tactics. Only a relative few actually read the books. And fewer still went the next step to 
contact him. And from this few even fewer became active members of his organisation. And so it took decades. 

All this time S'arodnap was becoming more and more impatient. More and more determined that the 
universe would not prevent him realising his vision. He became more and more suspicious of the universe. He 
became more and more restless and impatient. He needed more and more 'shots' of relaxant-painkiller. And his 
kidneys were paying the price. He knew he didn't have long to live. And so his hand was forced. He would carry out 
his mission as soon as he hit the critical population target for his Eugenics program. Even if this meant most of the 
selected participants would be unwitting participants who would not realise what was going on until after “The 
Purge’. 
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He could only hope that they would accept the reality when it came. He figured it was human nature to 
accept any sort of ‘fait accompli’. They would have no choice. And the new generation would just accept the reality 
as the natural order of things. They would have had no experience of anything else. It was not ideal. But you could 
not afford to be too idealistic in this world. You had to be practical. Heuristic. You had to Optimalise. 
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Chapter Twenty: Agent ZZ 


‘Why is Dorf riding you so hard, ZZ?' Sophie was asking, in a genuinely concerned tone, yet trying not to reveal too 
much emotion. Trying to maintain the distance she needed to keep from him. The distance she knew she would 
have to maintain. Simply in order to keep from falling headlong into all the repressed, glowing emotions that had 
him as their locus. Trying to keep that slight tremor out of her voice that entered it any time she spoke to him. The 
tremor that few who listened carefully failed to hear enter her voice any time she simply spoke about him. 

'Why?, ZZ replied, trying to keep any irritation and frustration out of his own tone. Trying to sound casual 
and surprised. 'Who says Dorf is riding me?'. 

‘Oh come on ZZ. Anyone can see. You're always singled out for Dorf's 'special treatment’. It verges on 
‘Bastardization’. Everyone has been talking about it’. 

‘Who's everyone?’ ZZ wanted to know. 

‘You know, all of us’. "Look. We're in this together. You know the agency’s policy. From day one. We are 
responsible for each other. And that even includes bone-heads like you ZZ.' This last she added with a sort of 
caressing mockery she had not managed to keep from her voice. She was just too physically close to ZZ to repress it. 
She felt the deep affection she had felt for him from the moment she had bumped into him on day one of training. 
And he couldn't help but hear the deep concern that resonated in her voice. And in her eyes. And in every atom of 
her being. He felt it deeply. 

‘Can't you guys let me handle this myself?’ ZZ pleaded. He didn't want any special treatment. Just then a few 
of the training squad arrived, looking uncertain and uncomfortable. 

One of them called to Sophie. 'How’'s it goin’ Soph?’. ‘Are we gonna have any trouble with ‘im or?’ 

ZZ couldn't help smile when he heard that voice. He heard it with relief. But relief from what, he thought to 
himself, puzzled? He hadn't even noticed the tension between him and Sophie until it had been pushed aside by the 
bumbling, almost bullyingly playful interjection of Duffkins. 

Hey 'Duff-man’, what've you put Soph up to? What's all this about Dorf giving me a hard time? Can’t you 
just quit it? 

At this Duffkins came in with a number of other trainees. They all looked uneasy and were looking at each 
other, or the floor, anywhere but at ZZ. 

‘Look ZZ, this isn't about you. It's about us. We can't let Dorf get away with this rubbish. The agency 
expects us to work as a team. All that ‘all for one, one for all’ Three Musketeers stuff. You know? So, come on, let us 
off the hook. Why're you making it so hard on us? You know Dorf has practically tried to break you since day one. 
You've gotta tell us ZZ. What is it between you two? 

ZZ shrugged his shoulders. ‘Honestly, Duff, I really don't have the faintest’. ZZ looked around at the 
genuinely concerned faces of his team-mates. Many were very young. They appeared embarrassed, and a bit out of 
their depth. But they had come with Soph and Duff to show their support. They were doing their part to make the 
‘team’ work. And it made him feel a little guilty, as if now it was him that was letting the team down. They were 
facing up to the situation. He knew deep in his heart that he was just avoiding it. And he had no right to. Not in the 
face of such a show of solidarity from his team. What did he mean his team? He checked himself at this. Why did he 
always assume that he was the leader of any team he was in? He censored himself, reminding himself to be more 
humble. 

But it was unavoidable. He was a natural born leader. Anyone could see that. Everyone in the group came to 
him when they had trouble with their studies or needed someone to confide in. People were just drawn to him. He 
had that natural look and feel of authority. And it was that that had so rankled Dorf. ZZ had seen it immediately. 
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That look in Dorf's eyes. Why did he always see that look in the eyes of his superiors? In the eyes of the Professors at 
University? And in the eyes of his teachers in college? In the eyes of every boss of every summer job he had ever had? 

Anyone with a sound understanding of human nature knows that it is instinctive for the current pack leader 
to fear the 'young lion’ in the pack. For sooner or later they were doomed to be ‘pushed out of their position by this 
‘young lion’. And they resented it. They hated the 'young lion’ for it with a blood-hatred. A reflex hatred. A burning 
hatred. They would have simply rushed the young thing and killed it with a savage satisfaction, if that young-lion 
had not the love of the entire pride. But they knew they would never get away with it. And so their hatred simmered, 
flaring now and then at opportunistic moments when the old lion might get away with some slight expression of his 
murderous will towards the ‘young lion’. 

It was no different with the human animal. Everyone resents their superior. Everyone resents how they are 
automatically made to feel inferior in their presence. Simply by reflex comparison. Like standing a short, weak man 
next to a tall, strong, well-built one. It glared out at you. And the weaker felt that reflex impulse to ‘cut the strong 
down to size’. They usually sought out indirect means to try to turn others against him too. To form a ‘mob’. To rid 
themselves of someone whose very presence was felt to be a threat to their own self-esteem. Their own positive self- 
definition. And the fear that others would necessarily de-value them in comparison. 

It was a question of competition for status, approval, acceptance, and power. It was a question of survival. It 
was instinctive. It took millennia of all the tools of ‘society’ to prevent the mob from satiating its lust for the cruel 
destruction of the occasional almost-perfection of evolution that emerged now and then from the 'mud' of the 
masses. The ‘lotus bloom’ would have been gladly crushed by the mob, if they could only find a way to justify it. And 
seek they did. But for the fear of the retaliation of ‘society’, they would have seen to it that not a single person should 
be allowed to be ‘better’ than themselves. They would have reduced everyone to the lowest common denominator. 
Simply to level the playing field. In the name of ‘fairness’ and ‘solidarity’, of course. They would never admit to their 
own insecurity. Their own envy. Their own desire for status and privilege. 

But how was ZZ going to express all that to his team-mates? 'I guess he just can’t stand the ‘smell’ of me’, was 
all he said. "You know, it just happens sometimes. Someone just can't stand another person’. "You know. Like you’, 
and he launched himself at Duff, playfully wrestling him out into the Gym, where their next session was timetabled 
to start in a few minutes. “You and your stupid jokes’, he playfully provoked Duff, manhandling him without any 
menace or malice. And so the whole team had been lead, unwittingly, from all this current seriousness, to their next 
scheduled session, in a laughing, joking whirl. A whirl of mirth and joviality at which ZZ was the center. 

Dorf, seeing this, seethed with hatred for ZZ. 'Always at the center of things. Always the hero. Always the 
smart-arse with all the right answers. And they love him. Look at ‘em fawning over him like some sort of puppy dog’, 
he thought bitterly, his face contorting into a snarl. And the Camp commandant saw this. He saw the way Dorf 
looked at ZZ. He saw the irrational hatred. He'd missed nothing. He had just been waiting to see how ZZ would 
react. To see how his team would react. 

Yes he too had already accepted that they were his team. When he himself had for the first time instinctively, 
automatically, completely unselfconsciously and without any hesitation, begun referring to them that way, he 
couldn’t exactly remember. It had become a habit of long standing. And no-one had ever challenged him about it. 
No-one saw any reason to question this assumption. It was a given. A natural state of affairs. Self-evident. 

The camp commandant looked at Dorf with distaste. He'd had enough of the man and his bullying ways 
that verged on, no, were, bastardization. That ZZ had not complained only spoke well for him. It reinforced 
everyone's good opinion of him. He was sure that all the female administrative staff, from the cleaners to the 
Doctors, were madly in love with him. Either with a sexual edge, or with motherly kindliness. They felt a protective 
goodwill towards ZZ. Often he had to deal with them in his office, complaining of how nasty and mean 'that Dorf 
was to him. They had pleaded with him to step in and do something. 

One day a teary eyed cleaner had actually ‘'demanded' that he do something. Of course the commandant had 
overlooked the insubordination. But he got the point. ZZ had an emotional impact on people. And from what he 
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could tell of the boy, he was sound. And it had gone on long enough. He had proved himself. He didn't need to 
prove anything more. Not to his team mates. Not to the commandant. And certainly not to Dorf. The commandant 
was deeply proud to have such a trainee. It made up for the years of routine work trying to turn mediocre young men 
and women into a force the agency and nation could be proud of. 

When Dorf came into the Commandant's office later that week, the Commandant made every effort to 
restrain himself from revealing anything of his personal feelings for Dorf. He kept his tone neutral and 
administrative. He made no comments in relation to ZZ, or the reports of his staff concerning Dorf's treatment of 
him. 

‘Dorf’. You've been with us for, let's see’, he made as if he was perusing Dorfs personnel files for the first 
time. In fact he was completely familiar with his entire history. He had been searching for a way to get rid of Dorf for 
many weeks now. And he had found a solution. One that would never connect his move with ZZ. ‘Look. I hear it's 
been hard on your family. On your wife especially. With you working out here, and your wife and family only getting 
to see you on weekends.’ In fact Dorf was quite happy with this situation. He could barely stand the wife, and had 
little interest in his children, if in fact they really were his. He had never been certain. He was more prone to 
believing they were not. 

In fact he'd been planning to have genetic tests done. ‘Oh if only they weren't his, he thought, he could just 
run away from them forever! 

‘Ah, sir, I don't understand’, Dorf replied in a voice that betrayed more of his sentiment towards his family 
than he would have liked to betray. 

'Yes. Yes Dorf. I always have the well-being of my staff close to my heart. I’m sure you know that by now. 
And, you see, it has just been brought to my attention by Personnel that a posting has opened up that would let you 
spend your week-nights in your own bed. With your own wife. You’d get to spend so much more time with your 
kids. Every morning and every evening. Just think. Wouldn’t that be great! Now how would that be, Dorf?’ 

The commandant had had an inkling exactly how that would be for Dorf. Terrible. His sources information 
had been more than validated, in the Commandant’s mind, by Dorf’s reactions to his offer. There was something 
about the terror that flashed in his eyes at the mere thought of sleeping in the same bed as his wife, and seeing his 
kids every morning and evening. Dorf couldn’t hide it. It was just too obvious. In fact his attempts of to react said 
more than any vehement protest could have. They spoke volumes of his discomfort, his horror, at the mere idea of 
spending more time with his family. 

Dorf almost collapsed into himself, seeking to find some way out of the situation. He mumbled this and that 
about ‘duty’ and how he didn't think the unit could do without him at this, ah, ‘critical’ moment in the trainees, ah, 
training?... and...’ 

The commandant put him out of his misery, saving him from seeking further ways out. He couldn’t bear to 
watch a drowning man draw out his own suffering by floundering about in the water, only prolonging his own 
agony, with no hope of actually saving his own skin. Better never to learn how to swim. That was the philosophy of 
many of the world’s most famous ‘round the world’ sailors. And the commandant could only concur, seeing the 
suffering that Dorf was currently undergoing. 

Better to let him drown quickly, the Commandant quipped to himself, almost enjoying Dorf's suffering, but 
not wanting to. And so, making the decision final, and saving Dorf from further avoidable futile and painful 
attempts to save himself from the dreadful fate he saw looming up on him like some vague horror in the dark, the 
Commandant passed the papers across the table that confirmed Dorf's ‘transfer’. 

The commandant then stood to attention. Dorf could only barely manage to pull his own crumpled form 
into some semblance of manhood. He returned the Commandant's crisp, cheerful salute with his own lame, crushed 
gesture. He didn't even manage to remember to pick up the transfer papers, as he dragged himself from the office, 
caving into himself, barely able to locate the door, and then losing all sense of direction as the Commandant's door 
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In the hall no-one could fail but know that something had been done about 'that Dorf. It was impossible 
not to see that Dorf was a broken man. ‘And to think, the commandant seemed such a nice man!’ the cleaner said to 
herself, smiling wickedly. "Who would have thought him capable of that piece of work?’ And she imagined to herself 
the Commandant screaming and ranting and raving at the poor, shattered, broken, beaten shadow of the man who 
had once been Dorf. She imagined him threatening him with all kinds of 'fates worse than death’ if he ever dared to 
harm even an eyelash of that lovely young ZZ's beautiful, honest face! In her mind she saw the commandant rearing 
above Dorf's terrified figure, screaming at him in the most imperial and military of tones. 

Inside his office, the Commandant chuckled to himself at this sheer stroke of luck. His aides came in, their 
faces full of smiles and good humor. A few cheeky secretaries did little dances amongst themselves. The commandant 
allowed it all. For it was justified. He would have danced too, if he had not thought it a little unbecoming. 'Oh, what 
the hell’, he thought to himself, as he grabbed one of the secretaries as she passed and swung her round in a little 
dance of delight and joy. 

ZZ literally blossomed under the new trainer. He hadn't really noticed how much Dorf had really gotten to 
him until Dorf had gone. Only then did he feel the weight lifted from him. The self-consciousness. The feeling of 
being watched by some predator in the high grass that was just waiting for some lapse in wariness on his part to 
pounce for his neck. All his team-mates couldn't help but feel it too. 

His natural boyish charms were now free to express themselves. He was always the first to offer help to 
anyone. And if he thought it best, he would not offer help, but find some way to ‘accidentally’ help them out. He 
would ask the teachers questions he knew the answer to, if he thought someone else felt too awkward to ask for 
themselves. He would always give others credit for solving problems which he had played the most crucial role in. He 
would 'feed' them with suggestions so subtly, that when they finally put two and two together, they felt as if they had 
themselves found the solution. Others noticed this, and admired him for it. He was selfless in this way. He knew 
almost all the answers. He studied hard. He had natural talents you couldn't miss. He wanted others to feel good 
about themselves. He showered you with approval and acceptance. You always felt you had made the best possible 
impression on him that you could have hoped to. That made you like him. And if you were honest, and in touch 
with your emotions, you would have to admit that it made you dove him in a way that endeared him to you. 

Which was why most of the females at the training center were literally iz love with him, in one way or 
another. But none more so than Sophie. You would have to have been blind not to see that. Not only blind but deaf. 
For her voice sang when she merely spoke of him, with overtones of delight. He had charmed her to her core. He was 
her Adonis. He was her Achilles. He was her ‘ideal self. He possessed all the qualities she would want in her children. 
Time and time again she had to drag herself back from her dreams of domestic bliss as the wife of ZZ. She could feel 
their children in her arms. She could hear their joyous laughter and delightful mirth. She could feel him laying warm 
and soft beside her in their bed. She could feel his body, soft and yet hard, pressed against her, as she parted her 
thighs and...’ 

‘What's up Soph? You looked like you were miles away', came the friendly voice of Duff, as it ripped her 
from her beautiful daydream. ‘Say, we've been talking. Me and the boys.’ By this she knew he included all the female 
trainees. ‘And we've been thinking that we'd like to stay together as a team, you know, after we graduate. And we 
wanted to know if you'd be in with us, like. We could apply for a posting together, and...’ 

‘Of course Duff. Oh that sounds great. Really? It's really possible? 

Then she became serious and Duff could tell what she was thinking. But he wasn't going to let her off so 
easily. He was going to play with her a little. And he was curious if their suspicions really were warranted. Sophie 
tried to sound completely calm and indifferent as she asked ‘And ZZ? What did he say?' Duff drew out the moment 
as long as he could, looking for any signs of emotion, fear, hope, that might fleet across Sophie's face, betraying her 
innermost feelings. Then ‘Ah, he thought to himself, why punish her any further?’, and he, trying to keep a neutral, 
straight face that would not betray the little game he had been playing with her, simply replied, ‘It was his idea!’. ZZ 
sent me over here just now to see if you were in on it or not!’ 


81 


At this Sophie turned to see who Duff was just then giving the ‘thumbs up’ sign to. She was just in time to 
watch a smiling ZZ and his group turning and heading off to the mess hall. She was filled with what could only be 
described as a feeling of completeness. Of Bliss. As if all the questions she had ever had, had just then, completely, 
and for evermore, been answered. Answered well and truly, once and for all. Answered in that boyish smile he had 
given her just as he had turned. 

Just then another female trainee jostled Duff out of the way, in a playful, flirtatious way, hinting that the 
body contact was more than incidental, and, as Duff wandered off to join the rest of the group at the Mess hall, she 
blurted out, in her innocent but slightly clumsy manner, a manner which had endeared her to everyone ‘So, are you 
two going to get a room or what?’. At this Sophie blushed a bright crimson. She almost cried with joy. And to get 
them both out of any embarrassing ‘situation’, she then continued ' So tomorrow is the end of our theory, and the 
start of our practical assessment. That means Part-ay!' ‘Whew’. And she began singing and, grabbing Sophie’s hands, 
leading her in a little dance towards the mess hall singing "There's gonna be a par-tay-ay, all, night long, all night, all 
ni-i-ight, all night long, all ni-iight’ ...’ 
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Chapter Twenty One: Oh Henry, what has become of you? 


In the last months of their training, after their theoretical training had been completed, each team was to select a 
leader, and carry out a 'mock' investigation, using all the techniques they had learned. While ZZ made no claims to 
anything, he was duly voted as team leader, without any question. Everyone considered it only natural that ZZ 
should assume the role he was clearly born to fill. He was in all aspects a natural born leader. 

Their first task was to carry out a new form of ‘profiling’ which had the potential to identify both victims 
and perpetrators of crimes. It simply ran through a data base, and identified potential, promising, correlations. In ZZ 
group's case, the data base used was that of a national insurance company. The company often co-operated with the 
intelligence agencies to their mutual advantage. In this case ZZ's group did random ‘filters’ of clients who had had 
insurance claims in the past 20 years. In a series of ‘rolling’ and ‘cascading’ data filters, the algorithms threw up 
several names. The 'mock' investigation was directed at insurance fraud. It was a huge national problem. It cost the 
industry billions each year. And so it represented a massive potential crime risk. There was a motive for a crime. And 
an opportunity for a crime. And so there was reasonable suspicion that over 20 years, crimes of this nature had 
probably been committed. 

It would take days to explain the various statistical data sampling techniques ZZ and his team applied to the 
data base. For today's intelligence gathering is much more technical and mathematical than most people realise. You 
cannot blame the public for being in possession of a false notion of the ‘intelligence’ and ‘security’ industries, let 
alone in relation to crime detection. All the average person has to go on for information are the exciting, thrilling, 
sexy, action-packed television series and Hollywood block-busters. 

ZZ’s team employed many statistical data sampling and data set construction techniques they understood, 
and many more ‘Heuristic A.P processes that only the software designers who had designed them could claim to 
understand. 

After filtering out millions, then thousands, then hundreds, of ‘potential crime configurations’, they were 
left with three of the most interesting potential ‘fraud’ cases. From these three they chose one at random. 

It was the case of a young man, Heinrich Von Der Golz. The name alone was enough to attract their 
curiosity. This young man seemed either accident prone, on some-one’s ‘hit-list’, or a clever criminal who worked in 
cahoots with owners of buildings. Landlords who would rather collect on their insurance than earn an honest living 
from renting them out. For there were at least four known cases where, within days of ‘Henry’, as they had 
nicknamed him, moving out of a flat, or shared house, that flat or house would either burn down in flames, or go up 
in some sort of explosion. In the most recent case, over 15 years ago, the ‘destruction’ had actually occurred the very 
next day after he had signed his rental agreement. He had, by all accounts, barely moved in his furniture, which was 
itself suspiciously minimal, barely adequate for the most Spartan of people. And so many ‘red flags’ were raised. It 
appeared a very promising case. 

Everyone in ZZ’s team were excited at the prospect of not only identifying a 15 year old crime, but solving it, 
and bringing the perpetrators to justice. It would be a deterrent to all potential fraudsters. It might even start a new 
wave of investigations and convictions. It could bring the insurance industry hundreds of millions of dollars in re- 
claimed insurance payouts. It would make any past offenders feel less confident that they had in fact “gotten away 
with it’. 

But then old ‘Henry’s’ case got curiouser still. According to the owners of the insured building, the 
insurance claims had been paid out. They were satisfied customers and had remained with the insurance company. 
The company had grown, bringing that insurance company their repeat business, so that in the end the insurance 
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company, by honoring its contract, and providing good service, had profited handsomely from their relationship 
over the last 15 years since having paid out the multi-million dollar insurance claim. 

But according to the insurance company, the claims had been deemed ‘suspicious’. Their investigators had 
defined the cases as ‘fraud’, and recommended that the insurance company not pay out the claims. ZZ’s team had 
travelled to the insurance company’s archives and gone through the actual case notes still on file there. At that time 
all insurance records were still being processed in hard copy. 

It made no sense. The insurance claimant had received the full payout for their claim. And yet the insurance 
company’s own documents clearly stated that they had never paid out that claim. In fact they had recommended 
criminal proceedings be instigated against the claimant. These proceedings, were, however, never initiated by the 
public prosecutor’s office. 

In fact when ZZ’s team contacted them, the Assistant Public Prosecutor claimed to have no record of any 
such case having been brought to them for investigation. And therefore no investigation had ever been considered. 
The Assistant Public Prosecutor had double checked their own assistant’s search for any such case at ZZ’s request, 
and had found no trace or indication that any such fraud case against the claimant at that date, or any other date, 
had ever been brought to the Public Prosecutors attention. 

It just didn’t add up. Why would the claimant state they had received full payment, when the insurance 
company had never paid out a cent on the claim? Why was the fraud never reported to the Public Prosecutors’ 
office? Was it just some breakdown in communication? Some lapse of procedure on the part of some administrative 
workers? Had someone simply made a mistake somewhere down the line? 

And then just when the case had begun to smell of 'X-files' potential, the team lost the trail in a Government 
run mental institution, where the their ‘Henry’ had, according to the official records, died of food poisoning. Oh 
what a disappointment. What a sad end for a man who had, it seems, barely evaded the hands of death on at least 
four occasions. What had made his luck run out for him? 

Most investigators would have given up the chase, and simply left the cold case in deep freeze. However that 
was not the way ZZ and his team operated. They insisted on following the case right to the end. He and Sophie 
personally went to the death records archives to view the official ‘cause of death’ certificate that the coroner had been 
obliged to fill out due to a death, from non-natural causes, in a state run institution. 

Their ‘cold case’ had gone ‘deathly’ cold. As cold as it could get. All they had was a few photographs of their 
dear ‘Henry, and a case of confusion between the insurance company and the owners of the insurance policies. But 
there was no crime as such. For the policy owners claim to have been paid out. They were not complaining. And the 
insurance company were none the poorer. They got to keep the insurance premiums and never had to pay out a cent. 
They even gained an unearned reputation for paying out claims without overdue fuss and bother to the client. 

ZZ’s other team members, at the same time, were pursuing the case from another angle. They had as a group 
decided that the case still merited further consideration, despite having so far found every avenue of investigation 
leading them to a dead-end. 

So as ZZ and Sophie were puzzling over a mystery at the Coroner’s office, the rest of their team were now at 
the offices of the company that had begun the initial investigation into the fire. They had made their official 
recommendations, and then they had heard nothing back from the insurance company. So they had simply assumed 
that the claimants had withdrawn their insurance claim to avoid further prosecution on fraud charges. 

They found themselves in the offices of a private investigation company that worked on retainer and 
commission for the large insurance companies. It was quite tastefully furnished. It would appear that their business 
was thriving. The men and women working in the office all appeared to be well-educated, well-dressed, well-paid 
professionals. It appeared to be a very good place to work. ZZ’s team-mates shared a sort of professional camaraderie 
with their peers in the private sector, and were always interested in what life might be like on ‘the outside’, should 
they ever decide to quit the agency, and go into the private sector. And their peers in the private sector were always 
curious about what life might be like in the agency. The agency often tried to recruit from the private sector. To 
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cherry pick and head-hunt the best talent. So many of the people that ZZ’s team now spoke with were keen to help. 
Most had been, at some point or other, either interviewed by head-hunters from the agency, or had at least, at some 
moment during their work-a-day professional careers, wondered what it might be like to be an investigator for the 
agency. Was it like in the films? Wouldn’t that be an exciting change from their more mundane, hum-drum, though 
admittedly better-paid work-days? 

After some formal introductions and more casual banter, ZZ’s team were presented with a complete file 
concerning the 15 year past investigation. The report indicated evidence of tampering with the gas mains, fire 
accelerants, and even traces of what might have been very sophisticated explosive devices. And when ZZ’s team- 
mates explained the background of their own investigation, the groups fell to animated discussions in which ZZ’s 
team would raise a question, and reflexively, the investigators from the company offered more detailed explanations 
of the findings, and offered information they had not at first considered relevant. 

It was an iterative process. One side would propose some problem, and this in turn would provoke and 
stimulate reflections in the other parties. The interaction turned into a very productive, very creative ‘brain- 
storming’ session, and provided many more questions than it answered. Which was the biggest part of solving any 
mystery. Finding the right questions. Because often the answers were laying around in plain sight. Only they needed 
to be paired to the right questions, in order to yield their meanings, their insights, their value. 

Back at the Coroner’s ZZ and Sophie were examining the coroner’s files when they came across photos of 
‘Henry’. “That face’, ZZ thought aloud, unable to restrain his surprise. However he could not say exactly what it was 
about that face that had provoked this outburst. It remained in ZZ's mind for some reason. He didn't know what it 
was about that face. But it gripped him in some way and wouldn't let go! So much that he made a point to get his 
hands on the books this 'Von Der Golz' had published at Smashwords. Those, and any 'cached' versions of old 
‘Henry’s’ web-pages and blogs. The original ones had apparently been ‘wiped’. He even found a number of music 
recordings their Henry had made. 

ZZ read all the texts. Philosophy. Sociology. Psychology. And most of the arguments resonated with ZZ 
quite readily. At times he felt as if he were reading his own mind in their “Henry’s’ arguments. Only he had never 
paused to lay out his thoughts so clearly as the author had. And only when he saw them all laid out in such good 
order, so clearly expressed and presented, did they really shout out their truth. 

It was like a jig-saw puzzle. You had all the pieces in front of you. But without the box they came in, you 
could not really predict what picture they would form when finally placed correctly together. 

It was like having different pieces and layers of a map. Until you put them together, and layered the maps, 
you could not really form any idea of the terrain, of how the land lay, of how steep the mountains were. Only when 
you put all the information together, and added the ‘legend’, would the map suddenly reveal its information. Its 
meaning. 

What their ‘Henry’ had done was draw a complete map, using all the pieces that the greatest minds of all 
time had made available to humankind over the last four thousand years. At the same time their ‘Henry’ had 
appeared to introduce some of his own original ideas. In fact the ‘legend’ itself. It was the legend that made it 
possible to really ‘read’ the map. Their ‘Henry’ had been a ‘cartographer’ of The Reality Of Our Natures And The 
Nature Of Our Realities. That was the name he had given his main treatise. 

ZZ and Sophie took back more than mere copies of the coroner’s photo from their expedition. They 
brought back a keen desire to continue their investigations. ZZ’s enthusiasm had infected Sophie. She did not claim 
to understand what it was about their ‘Henry that so invigorated ZZ, but she had confidence in his judgement, and 
was certain that their ‘Henry’ must be something really special, to engender such devotion on the part of their ZZ. 

ZZ and his team regrouped once more to follow up their new lines of enquiry. One possibility that had 
occurred to them was that once possibility was the owners of the burned down building had withdrawn their 
insurance claims for fear of being prosecuted for fraud. Perhaps they had lied about having had their claims paid out 
to keep ZZ and his team off their backs? It was a reasonable possibility, and one their training protocols would 
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expect them to follow up on. The claimants had a motive, to avoid prosecution, in the event that they really were 
guilty of fraud. So their testimony should not be automatically trusted. They would investigate and see whether in 
fact the insurance claim had been paid out or not. To see whether the claimants really had receive a full payout, or if 
they had lied to ZZ and his team. 

They began using their ‘financial forensics’ skills. They first contacted the policy holders, to verify when and 
how their ‘claims’ had been paid out by the insurance company. They insisted that their claims had been processed, 
after a few delays. They had been brought bank checks by the Insurance Company representatives. These 
representatives had even apologised for the delays. Very nice chaps. And the insurance company must be treating 
them well, they had all commented. "The beautiful suits, and shoes, and the cars. If that was the company’s idea of a 
‘company car’ well, then’, one of the men had commented, I was certainly with the wrong company!'. Did he 
remember the model? 'BMW'. ZZ had made a note 'BMW cars’, ‘suits’. '??' 

It was routine protocol to note down anything that might, at a later date, possibly be considered noteworthy. 
And with the repeated comments about the presentation of the ‘representatives’ who had brought the check came a 
‘flag’. It might mean nothing. Or it might end up offering a new lead, a new insight, a new avenue for investigation. 
It might raise a new question, or provide an answer. The process was open and iterative. You could never guess what 
piece of information could ultimately set you down the right path to the solution. 

They checked the company financial records just to make sure there had not been some misunderstanding. 
Perhaps the company had decided to pay out the claims after all, or had mistakenly paid them out. They had been 
taught at the academy... 'When you hear hoof-beats, think horses, and not zebras!'. Consider the simplest 
explanations first! And this they did. But inside the company they came up blank. Oh, and about the suits and cars? 
No-one in the company could make sense of that. They found the insurance company's fleet manager, and asked 
what sort of company car their reps drove in those days. 

The fleet manager was quite surprised, responding to their queries with ...’Oh, really? They said that? Well, 
as far as I know, only someone really senior in the company has access to our BMW’s. He offered to check their 
records, which he was personally proud of announcing were ‘top notch’, to see to whom and when, around the time 
ZZ was referring to, a BMW had been checked out. He appeared quite excited to be involved in an official agency 
investigation. He was keen to show off his fleet management system. He had been with the company for 20 years. 
He had started as a car cleaner, and worked his way up to where he was now, he effused enthusiastically and proudly 
to ZZ. He felt that ZZ was really interested and impressed with his little story. He felt valued, accepted, and 
approved of, by ZZ. Personally. He felt an authentic desire to be of service to ZZ. Personally. . ZZ thanked him and 
gave him his agency card. The fleet manager read out ZZ’s name and title aloud, noting the telephone number, 
before placing it carefully in his breast pocket. ZZ had the feeling that he had actually memorised the phone 
number! 

ZZ and his team then went back to the policy holder's banks where they had said they had deposited the 
cheques. The cheques had cleared. So that, for the insurance claimants, had been the end of it. But it was merely the 
start for ZZ and his team. With the Bank's co-operation, they had the cheques traced back to their source, to the 
‘Payee’. 

Now the bank's records showed that they were written by ‘Stedfast re-insurance’. This seemed pretty 
standard. ZZ contacted the insurance company to verify that their claims were paid out, at that time, by Steadfast re- 
insurance’. For the files he asked them to fax over some details. So far everything added up, but made absolutely xo 
sense. 

ZZ was talking with his team when they heard the fax come in. He scanned the document quickly. 
Something caught his eye. A typo? ‘Soph. Can you get me those cheque details?’ She returned with them. He looked 
at the papers for a moment and then Sophie saw that gleam in his eye. "What is it boss?’ They'd all taken to calling 
him boss. It was their little joke. But no derision intended. Just a good natured form of reflexively respectful irony. 


86 


‘Look here, Soph, and tell me what you notice’. At this Sophie took a good look. Ah, a typo? Or’, and she took a 
breath, taken together with this whole mystery, ‘something much more suspicious!’ 

ZZ gave her that smile that melted her legs and vaporised her mind in a cloud of hormonal bliss. "Yes, you 
got it in one Soph. Something very suspicious is going on here’. At this the team gathered around him, first one, then 
the other, then others in other rooms saw that something was going on through the glass partitions and came in full 
of expectation. ‘Seems like we've got ourselves a real case, Boyz'! The females of course knew this was a gender 
inclusive term for ZZ. They all gave a little cheer and made their little dances. For this was what they had expected of 
ZZ all along. That they would ‘Blitz’ the other teams in a coruscation of dazzling light and brilliance! 

ZZ and his team reported to each other everything they had figured out so far. ZZ then got his financial 
forensics top-guns to find out all they could about the cheque. Where it was written. By whom. Anything at all in 
connection with 'Stedfast re-insurance’. “Someone was pretending to pay out the claims via ‘Steadfast re-insurance'. 
And we want to know who. And why!’ 

The team members with the documents responded to the confused looks of the others, and ZZ's smile, by 
drawing their attention to a detail that everyone had so far overlooked. The spelling of the company name on the 
cheque. ‘Steadfast re-insurance’. It seems the bank clerks had not paid too much attention. But then why should 
they have? The check had cleared. And the spelling of the company name, when it came down to it, was actually 
correct, in a way. That was the expected spelling. Based on an implicit assumption that the company name was in 
fact ‘Steadfast’. Only it wasn t. 

People would naturally assume that the company was meant to be called ‘Steadfast’ insurance due to the 
meaning of the term ‘steadfast’ in general usage. That was pure coincidence. For the company had not been named 
‘Steadfast’ to imply stability, reliability, security, firmness, solidity, and responsibility. No. It had actually been 
named after the founder. One Mr Stedfast. The assumption was natural. Few people would actually read ‘Stedfast’ 
from the company logo. Their minds would read ‘steadfast’, because that is what they expected to read. 

That was the first revelation that brought groans, sighs, and ‘of course’s from the people gathered to hear 
what ZZ and his team had discovered. 

The second revelation followed shortly upon its heels. For ZZ now continued. “That was our first mistake. 
An easy one to make. People who don’t make mistakes make nothing, so we can forgive ourselves the oversight. Of 
course everyone else involved in this case up to now made the same assumption, and the same mistake. So we can 
forgive ourselves for being only human.’ 

‘Once we realised this error, we had a new avenue of investigation. We could now trace the cheque back to 
the people who had actually issued it. And maybe find out why they would do such a thing. Why pay out an 
insurance claim for the insurance company? What possible motive could anyone have to do such a thing?’ 

There was no reason for the claimants to pay especially close attention to the cheque. What did they care 
where it had come from? What motive could they have to enquire as to the motives of the sender of that cheque, 
even if they had, like us, stumbled upon the discrepancy? As far as they were concerned, the money was there, and 
everyone was happy. So perhaps their actions need not be considered suspicious at all. This might lead us to reject 
the notion that, if any fraud had been perpetrated on their side, they had been aware of it. Not to dismiss the 
possibility that someone on their side was involved in the fire. But it does raise a whole lot of other questions’. 

“The Bank's had been a bit embarrassed at the deception and keen to be of service. They helped us with our 
inquiries as well as they could. They never once asked whether this was an 'official' investigation. They didn't want to 
draw any more negative attention from the authorities. Banking was a sensitive business. It payed to be discreet and 
to co-operate with any investigations’. 

‘And so it was that we managed to follow an electronic paper-trail to a number of off-shore bank accounts, 
then off-shore ‘holding-companies’, and then. Well, the trail ended in post-office boxes in the Jersey Islands and The 
Bahamas. Our inquiries had yielded us company names, but without further official sanction, we were not at liberty 
to glean the names of their Boards of Directors and anything of that nature’. 
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‘And so, my friends, it seems we have gone as far as we can without making this an official investigation. And 
that is not within the scope of our training exercise. But I would like to thank you all for your fantastic work on this 
project. You deserve a round of applause and a pat on the back. Especially Soph and Duff. 

But don’t think that your efforts have been wasted. The Agency have told me that they are going to follow 
up on our investigation. They feel confident that they are going to have a very interesting time of it. They are sure to 
get to the bottom of it, based on the leads we have already generated. They told me to share with you their 
congratulations on a job well done. 

At this everyone cheered Soph and Duff as ZZ stepped back into the group, putting Soph and Duff in the 
‘limelight’ to take their bows, which they did, to further jubilant applause. Everyone present was sure that they 
would have the best presentation, and would take the honors at the graduation ceremony. Thanks to ZZ. And 
thanks to all their hard, long hours of mental effort, and sheer legwork. 

ZZ and his team were all in a state of excitement when they put the finishing touches to their 'mock 
investigation’. Duff and Soph would present. ZZ as usual gave everyone else every chance to shine. He stood out to 
his teachers by how little he stood out. They all admired his natural leadership instincts. And his ability to learn 
from the mistakes he did make. He worked hard. He motivated everyone. He gave people credit for things that in 
reality he himself deserved credit for. But if they had been working on something, and he had ‘joined the dots' based 
on their comments, observations, briefings, and reports, well it was only natural to him that they should get the 
credit. For they had done ‘the hard yards’. His contribution was built on their work. His mind easily noted 
connections, relations, and constructed meaningful contexts from them. But without their hard work, his mind had 
nothing to 'play' with. And so he felt that rightly he didn't deserve the credit. And then he gained so much pleasure 
in seeing others glow with self-esteem and pride in themselves and their work. This was the real ‘job satisfaction’ ZZ 
found. 

So when his team glowed in the much-deserved limelight, ZZ was content to bath in glory of the light 
reflected off them. But of course they would have none of that. They dragged him out to accept the prize for the 
team, his team, for the ‘best 'mock' investigation’ awarded to them at the ‘graduation ball’. He pulled Soph along 
with him. For he wanted to share this with her more than anyone. He wanted to share everything with her. And he 
told her so, inside the intimate privacy that only a noisy gang of party-goers can offer. And the look with which she 
accepted, and responded to, this new ‘intelligence’, made it clear to ZZ that he need not fear rejection. It would have 
shocked Sophie to discover how humble and unassuming ZZ really was. He had wanted her since he had met her. 
But he had not believed she could possibly want him in the same way. Deeply. Savagely. Passionately. Devotedly. 
Almost worshipfully. As the expression of all that was good and right in the world. The physical manifestation of all 
that was holy and sacred. 

Floating in a hormonal, spiritual, and electrical energy, Sophie and ZZ felt completely above the everyday 
world, while at the same time one with it. One with each other and the people around them. Riding upon this mist 
of bliss they were absorbed into the crowd of young graduates enjoying a hard-earned celebration of their youth, 
their cleverness, and their bright futures. 
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Chapter Twenty Two: Xob S'arodnap; the man with the plan. 


Now we could follow S'arodnap as he adapted to his new situation as leader of A-group, after having been ‘released’ 
from the mental facility. We could observe how he set out to write best-selling novels, later earning millions in 
screen rights for the movies based on them. We could enviously observe how he came to mingle with the rich and 
powerful, gradually accumulating connections, wealth, and unobtrusive power. 

We could watch as more and more rich, powerful, beautiful people attach themselves to his person. We 
could watch his sphere of influence grow as the numbers of his ‘disciples’ and ‘groupies’ expand, until he has a 
network of ‘disciples’ that spans the continents, in a net of influence and leverage that span the globe. 

We could sit with him as ‘flies on the wall’ as he designs and implements his plans for the hundreds of 
‘luxury resorts’ where he will one day recruit and train an ever growing ‘army’ of converts. All of this will one day 
make fascinating reading for students of modern history, as they keenly research the history of their new society, and 
its ‘Pontifex Maximus’, it's great leader. 

But for now let it suffice that he did go through many hardships before finally succeeding, and that he 
immediately began using that success as a means to the realisation of his greater vision. He was never seduced by 
power and privilege. He sought them merely as tools for his higher purpose. And of course he went through many 
stages. He was born an idealist. But he saw how this world made a mockery of ideals. You could only get so far with 
reason, with compelling arguments. People just wouldn't accept them. They would deny the most compelling 
arguments. They would deny self-evident, incontrovertible facts if they were not emotionally satisfying, or worse, 
actually emotionally challenging, even painful. They would go so far as to deny their own experiences. To deny the 
very evidence of their eyes and ears. And so you could not rely on reason. 

S'arodnap would, in his early years, agonise over how to best formulate arguments, to make them 
incontrovertible. And while this was good in a sense of fine-tuning his own philosophy, and clarifying things until 
they were crystal clear in his own mind, it in had not impact on most of the people these arguments were meant to 
influence. 

The sharpest logic could not cut through the stubborn resistance of most people to even the most obvious of 
facts. People just didn't want to know. And they had this amazing ability to not know. You couldn't cut through this 
basic emotional barrier with any form of logic, reason, scientific demonstration, or even appeal to the higher 
emotions. It was the base desires that ruled. Selfish, destructive, egotistic, narrow impulses that demanded their own 
immediate fulfillment. It was rare that people had developed any further. It was rare that people had evolved an 
empathy for others further than their own family and friends. It was sadly not even common for their self-love to 
extend even that far. 

And if that was not bad enough, people would attack him personally for even suggesting any of this. If he 
dared challenged their own self-serving, convenient, rewarding, and satisfying definitions of reality, they would 
immediately set upon him, intent on his annihilation. He had learned his lesson. Lucky for him it merely entailed 6 
months in a mental facility. And lucky for him he had used that time to talk with as many people about as many 
things as he could. And what he discovered was consistent with his own experience and worst fears. 

He had met teachers who had attempted to ‘blow the whistle’ on their superiors, and even their 
governments. They had been sent for ‘medical examinations’ which then turned out to be psychiatric assessments 
performed by ‘hired gun’ Doctors who knew what was expected of them, and who complied cheerfully. They would 
be defined as mentally ill. They would be forced to pretend that their employers were really competent, caring 
people. They would be forced to define all their experiences as the product of some ‘medical condition’ that they 
themselves had been suffering. 
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And if all this did not immediately break their minds and souls, their seceding realisation would. The 
realisation that they would have to accept that they would be wearing masks for the rest of their lives, and living a lie. 
They would have to deny the reality of their own experiences if they wished to be ‘rehabilitated’, and have any 
chance of future employment. Those that might have made this sacrifice if they had only their own interests to 
consider were often chained to denying their own authenticity in the interests of their dependents. Their families. 
Their loved ones. 

He had met employees from all the various government departments who had observed gross misconduct, 
corruption, inefficiency, and mismanagement at all levels of government. When they had sought to have these issues 
addressed they had suffered similar fates to the teachers. 

He had met scientists who had been much too concerned with facts and the truth about the products they 
were supposedly testing for big pharmaceutical companies. Once they strayed from the ‘official fictions’ that they 
had been paid to reinforce and validate, they were given subtle reminders of who paid their wages. Who paid for 
their children's private school education? Who provided their health insurance? Who paid their mortgages and car 
payments? 

If they insisted on ‘revealing’ any facts derived from their research which might threaten the share values of 
these huge corporations, they would be summarily dismissed from the project. They would be reminded of the ‘gag 
clauses’ in their contracts which made it a criminal offense to share any ‘industry secrets’ with the public. They 
would be financially ruined should their consciences get the better of them. And many of them would have been 
willing to endure that, if it only meant their personal ruin. 

But they knew for a fact that their families would be ruined along with them. They felt that they had no 
right to impose this cost upon their dependents. They might chose to suffer the consequences of their own actions. 
But what right had they to force their dependents to make the same decision? 

For such reasons they had felt an incredible pressure to keep silent. And they did. The price for this 
inauthenticity, for this living a lie, for this wearing of masks and this adoption of socially acceptable personas was 
high. It often destroyed them psychically. It broke them. They were scientists devoted to the good of humanity. To 
truth. Many had even opposed vivisection and testing of products on animals. They had developed alternatives. 
They were that sort of people. They had empathy for the suffering of all creatures. But they could not reconcile their 
need to protect those they loved most dearly with this. And so they broke. They were broken. And they ended up in 
mental facilities. And they told all these facts to S'arodnap. 

S'arodnap had met people who had set up 'whistle-blowing' web sites whose lives had been casually destroyed 
by those in power. These good men and women, once proud and strong and morally ambitious, had been reduced to 
nervous wrecks, fearful and shaken husks of men and women. 

While S'arodnap was loath to believe that he could not base his vision of a beautiful, fair, just, creative, 
healthy world on informed consent, he was not one to deny reality. And the reality was that only so many people 
were capable of the sort of informed consent he felt everyone had a right to. Only the very few were willing to be 
informed, and to inform themselves, of the nature of reality, and the reality of our natures. And so S'arodnap went 
from idealistic liberal social democrat to practical, ‘Realpolitik’ fascist liberal social democrat. 

Once this gap between what he wanted for others, and what was possible, had been breached, he felt a 
sudden lifting of his spirits. A sudden certainty in his actions. A definite sense of freedom from all the petty needs to 
try to convince people who were simply stubbornly unwilling to be presented with obvious facts. It was only then 
that S'arodnap came into his true power. His true anima. His life force began flowing without obstruction. 

He would later state that this was the moment when his true power had come to him. The day he had 
accepted responsibility for what others would never accept responsibility for. He would be the ‘proxy’ for all those 
people who would never accept their own responsibility. Those who would never face up to the truth. He would give 
his informed consent on their behalf. He would take the burden upon himself. He would do what had to be done, 
simply because the others were never going to do it themselves. 
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This breakthrough proved timely, for by this time he had become quite incapacitated with migraines, cluster 
headaches, tension headaches, and nausea, which might suddenly come upon him from the slightest irritation, 
frustration, or stress. 

Had he tried to continue with his attempts to convince people, to inform them, to gain their informed 
consent for the obvious, he would have broken down completely. He would have become like the wrecks he had met 
at the mental facility. 

And so it was this new political development within S'arodnap that had saved him. He would no longer try 
to reason with those unwilling or incapable of reason. He would no longer attempt to appeal to higher emotions and 
impulses in people who were for all practical purposes devoid of them. He would no longer prostrate himself before 
fools and idiots hoping that this humility and selflessness might resonate with them, might provoke some opening 
up of their minds, some softening of their hearts, some reduction of their egos, some lessening of their arrogance, 
some unsettling of their smug complacency. 

He had become completely impatient with humanity. They had lost him. He had wanted to serve humanity. 
But humanity destroyed those who tried to serve it. The individuals bent on their own personal power and privilege, 
their own satisfaction, would prevent anyone from saving humanity as a whole. It was anathema to the egoists’ 
agenda. The egoist would never accept ‘the veil of ignorance’. The egoists would never sacrifice the chance for 
personal satisfaction just because it came at a huge personal cost for others. 

Yes, so as we said, Mr S'arodnap realised there was no point reasoning with people. People would just destroy 
him. And while he didn't mind oblivion, in fact he quite desired it, he was a practical man. He had a mission. And 
being killed wouldn't help in completing his mission. Feeling hopeless was not going to efficacious at realising his 
vision. 

He had come to the conclusion that evolution had been too long in binging on humans. It was time for a 
purge. It was time to filter out the less ideal. The sub-optimal. Those less adapted to the moral vision he had for the 
species. The moral vision he had for all sentient life on earth. 

It took years of clever, hard, dangerous work. But somehow he got together his ‘army’, and his ‘weapons’, and 
was on the brink of realising his vision for a better world. 

However the years had left their mark on the man. He had zero patience. He could not bear to be frustrated 
in the realisation of his will, the implementation of an idea, the carrying out of an intended action. He knew he was 
short for time. And his plan was on the very verge of realisation. He did not trust the universe at all. He suspected 
the universe was actually against his plan. The universe had produced a history of misery, ugliness, war, genocide, 
cruelty, and suffering. 

Yes of course he was quite aware of the irrationality of his hatred of the universe, as it was, as it had been. He 
still could not, at moments of frustration, stop himself from feeling the Universe had malicious intentions towards 
him, and towards all living things. He was so close to realising his vision that he could see it complete and whole. 
Almost feel it. And this brought him to the breaking point. He was fearful that at any moment everything could 
come falling down around him. His vision could disintegrate into a plume of stinking dust. And he just could not 
bear the thought of being so close, and having it all ripped away from him. 

He often suffered still from incapacitating migraines, cluster headaches that bore through the back of his 
eyes, nausea and pain that would have left him in a curled up ball of agony on the ground, if he had not recourse to 
his muscle relaxants and pain killers. He had contrived a very specific antidote to these symptoms. He knew that in 
the long run it was going to kill him, this ‘relief, but what alternative did he have? He had tried all manner of 
cognitive therapies. And yes, he did manage to calm himself often enough. But he had so much to do. Time was not 
on his side. For every moment it took to get to his destination was a moment’s time his enemies had to foil his plans. 
A moments time the universe had to ‘pull the plug’ on his dreams. Yes he felt the universe was malicious. It was a 
sick joker. With us as the punchline. And S’arodnap was sick of taking the punches. Of being the brunt of the joke. 
He was fighting back with all his resources. And he was going to win. Wasn’t he? 
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Chapter Twenty Three: Julie's recipe for success, but happiness? 


Julie Masters didn't give a damn about anyone but Julie Masters. Not since Jeb had left her. Not since he had left her. 
Left her bitter and broke. Left here alone. Left her with a mountain of debts from the expensive medical treatments 
for the two children Jeb had also left her with. 

At the time the expensive treatments had been 'sold' to her as ‘quite promising’. Only after losing her house 
to pay for the treatments did it become clear that the Doctors had had little hope at all. They had simply been using 
her children as guinea pigs for their experimental trials. They had been using people like her to fund those trials. 
They had thoroughly mislead her. They had completely exaggerated their hopes of success. 

Their eyes had been on the huge profits their new experimental drugs would earn them when they finished 
their trials, and applied for patents. She had been one of a number of people who had been drawn into their program 
by fast talking, smiling, well-rehearsed sales pitches. Only later had she and the others learned that the men and 
women they had taken for researchers and medical specialists had actually been actors hired by the researchers to 
‘sell’ their program. Like the actors in lab coats you see in all those laundry detergent ads. 

It bordered on fraud. But it stopped just within the bounds of legality. So technically it was not fraud. So 
legally none of the pharmaceutical company’s victims had any recourse. The company legal advisers had done their 
jobs. They had had everyone involved sign ‘waivers’. This had been a pre-requisite for ‘acceptance’ into the ‘program’. 

‘Medical malpractice suits’, they had been told by the program’s ‘representatives’, ‘were just ruining 
medicine’. "You just couldn't afford to try anything experimental these days without having a team of vicious, 
opportunistic lawyers at your throat!', they had exclaimed, by way of ‘explaining’ the 300 page ‘agreements’ and 
‘disclaimers’ each family had been asked to sign. 

Julie had just managed to ‘keep it together’ until her two children were dead and cremated. But then there 
was nothing holding her back from the brink of the abyss. There was emptiness. An emptiness more terrifying than 
any horror could ever be. She felt her self , her sense of identity, her reason, her mind, just floating away in an 
impenetrable, misty, haze of nothingness. She felt that the pieces of her were no longer connected to each other. 
They just stayed together out of habit. She felt alien in her own body. In her own persona. All her ‘personality’ felt 
like no more than a set of ridiculous masks. She didn't feel they belonged to her any more. 

She became more and more distant from past friends. At first they all tried to break through to help her. But 
they all had their own problems and worries. And soon, one by one, they stopped trying. So soon enough Julie found 
that they all left her to the isolation she so craved. She wanted to be left alone. She had nothing to offer anyone but 
misery. She was inconsolable. She just wanted to escape from it all. She wanted to leave it all behind and, if not start 
afresh, at least continue where there was nothing to remind her of her past. She had to break with that past. It was a 
burden dragging her deeper and deeper into despair. 

She had lost all faith in humanity. She had lost all faith in life. She lived only for the pleasurable moments 
that she could find. She sought them out and piled them, one on top of the other, without thought. They formed a 
vague mass of what passed for ‘happiness’ and ‘contentment’ in her life. She didn't ever focus too hard on that mass. 
It had no center. It had no real substance. Just fleeting moments all jammed into the same cupboard draw marked 
‘life’. 

Her life had come to be made up of atomised moments. Men in whose arms she had found a moments 
solace. Sexual liaisons which provided enough pleasure and distraction from that day's troubles to justify them, but 
not to justify any investment of emotion. She sometimes remembered their hard bodies, their ‘cocks’ penetrating 
her, or coming in her mouth, or, strangely enough, their cars. 
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But she rarely remembered their names or anything even vaguely personal about them. In fact if they had 
offered their names, she had certainly never asked for them, or made any conscious note of them. They were just 
‘ports in a storm’. They were cocks, hard bodies, and cars. Sometimes they were dinner and then a warm, soft, wet 
mouth sucking on her clit. Sometimes they were drinks and a quick fuck in the toilets. But never more than that. 
Why bother? Why invest emotionally in anything in this world? Hadn’t Buddha defined enlightenment as the 
absence of all attachments to worldly things? 

Why pretend her interactions with men meant more than fucking and a little warmth and affection? 
Romantic love only lasted a little while, and then it made you pay with interest. Oh the interest! You thought you 
were getting something for free. They called love one of the ‘simple things in life’. But how wrong could you be. They 
were the most complicated, messy, and painful of things. So what was the point? Why not just take the good bits. 
The hot fucks. The cosy dinners. The romantic week-ends. The generous oral sex of men desperate for sex, and so 
giving. 

So giving, until they had had ¢heir fill. Then they'd just ‘kick you to the curb' like some toy they had grown 
bored with. So why bother? Why not just enjoy the good bits, and then before the sheriff could come knocking at 
your door to make you pay, and pay, and pay, and then pay some more, just fuck off and leave the guy with the bill? 
Let the other person pay. She was fed up paying for other people’s satisfactions? She was finished being the fool. The 
idiot. The chump left with the bill. 

But Julie could only manage this sort of opposition to her life, this ‘self-destruction’, this ‘'death-wish' after 
she had severed all emotional ties with the world. So she had left everything she had known behind her and moved 
to New York. She had fit in perfectly with the superficial, money-seeking, fast-living, quick-frills-seeking set there. 
She quickly forgot all her past connections in rounds of cocktails and occasional illicit drug use. But she never kidded 
herself that alcohol was not the worst drug of all. It was just legal. And she knew somewhere in the back of her mind 
that she was seeking her death in alcohol. Just slow enough to be able to enjoy it! 

Once in New York she had severed all ties with her family. Her family? What a joke. A sad joke. There was 
now just the one sister living in that trailer park in some horrid town somewhere in 'skank-city, U.S.A’. Or had she 
moved? She recalled vaguely something about a move to California. But that was all remote to her now. That all 
belonged to a past she kept at a distance. She would never again think about that past. She had made herself a 
promise. She would never look back. 

Look back and you turned to salt. Salt from the all the tears. The regrets. The pain. The broken promises. 
The defaulted contract she thought life had made with her. But life had broken the contract. The world had broken 
its tacit agreement with her. She had played the game by all the rules and society had just screwed her over. So fuck 
that game. She was no longer going to play it by the rules it pretended it operated by. It was all a big con. A big scam. 
A fool’s game. A big ponsy scheme for idiots. 

And so the years passed like this. She led a life of momentary pleasures, always on the look-out for the next 
quick fuck. The next good time. The next party. The next new designer drug. The next cocktail she’d let some 
sexually desperate guy buy her. She’d hold up her end of the tacit bargain. A few drinks, maybe dinner, some pretend, 
maybe even real affection, followed by a blow-job, hot wet sex, maybe a few cuddles, and then a quick getaway before 
life had a chance to make either of them pay for their pleasure. 

That constituted the whole of her life. She kept it superficial. That meant never having to justify yourself to 
anyone. Explanations were just a waste of her time. How dare anyone imagine they had a right to one anyway? She 
would fuck who she pleased. Man, woman, boy, or girl. She never lied to anyone. She never promised anything. She 
was upfront and honest. She gave pleasure and took it as her right. She had nothing to ‘explain’ to anyone. 

She had ‘reduced life, like distilling alcohol, into its basic parts. Pleasure and relief. Those were the things we 
lived for. They were the meaning of life, if you liked. They are what motivated all our actions. The desire for 
pleasure, and the relief from displeasure, or pain. And so when you had these to offer someone, they would like you, 
maybe even love you. But as soon as you stopped supplying these things, they would become indifferent to you. And 
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as soon as you represented the loss of pleasure and relief, or worse, became associated with displeasure, discomfort, 
and worst of all, pain, well, you would be demonised and hated by them. That was the nature of the human animal. 
That was the nature of life, per se. Those were the motivating energies of life. And the sooner you got that into your 
thick, sentimental head, Julie told herself, the better off you would be. Period. 

So she offered people what they wanted. They wanted money. So she took a job as a financial advisor. She 
made people rich. They loved her for it. She offered men her body. She offered young men her body. Sometimes they 
were very young. And sometimes a young woman would desire her. And she would give herself. And she would be 
surprised at how much pleasure a woman's body could provide her. How much pleasure it could give. How much 
pleasure she could give another woman. And all this was lubricated by her own growing income, and alcohol. Money 
and alcohol were the lubricants of New York, Julie could often be heard joking to some man she had met, some 
young man she was flirting with, or some beautiful young girl she was trying to seduce. She had noticed how easy it 
was to get a girl in the mood just by using sexual words, and sexual intimations, if you first ‘lubricated’ her with some 
flattery, alcohol, and the promise of pleasure and relief! 
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Chapter Twenty Four: Selecting "The New Breed’ 


S'arodnap had devoted agonising years to communicating his ideas with people. He had de-constructed all the 
conventional ‘arguments’ into their unstated assumptions, demonstrated how these assumptions were invalid, and 
thus shown how the arguments themselves were invalid, and untenable. He had then began at the very basic building 
blocks of arguments. Definitions. He agonised over the definition of even the most apparently harmless and 
inconsequential term and concept. In this way he built up, from sound, observable, incontrovertible, compelling 
definitions, new and valid concepts. He then applied the most rigorous logic to the construction of new arguments. 
What he ultimately produced was a clear and complete, that is to say HOLISTIC, view of the reality of our natures, 
and the nature of our realities. TROONATNOOR. 

He then set about writing blog articles on current affairs to put his arguments in timely, practical, directly 
meaningful contexts. He wrote and he wrote. He set up web pages on all the internet sites he could find. He wrote 
songs and made short films. He tried to network with potential readers, publishers, and like-minded thinkers. He 
did this for years and years. He suffered sleepless nights trying to formulate new ways to express his ideas, and to 
overcome all the emotional obstacles most people had in place which deflected any attempts at actually reasoning 
with them. 

But finally he had to admit that all of this was getting him and his vision no further than if he had simple sat 
quietly still, and simply let the world go on without his participation. He could not even get his best friends to read 
anything he had written. He wrote novels full of erotic and intrigue. But no-one would read them. How was he to 
inform people, to gain their informed consent, if they would not even consent to be informed? 

Of course S'arodnap had wanted to inform everyone. He wanted his vision to become a popular one. He 
wanted to share it with people, and for them to want to realise it. He had wanted to be merely an educator. A sharer 
of insights. He wanted a democratically elected government to introduce the changes necessary. He was very 
democratic in his thinking. He was very idealistic about human nature, at least at the beginning. 

In fact no matter how convinced he later became about the need to impose his Eden Protocols upon an 
unwilling population, he still at heart was desperately hoping that it would prove unnecessary, that somehow the 
people would listen, and understand, and would chose, of their own will and volition, as an act of free people, to 
implement his vision. That was his ideal. He was only a fascist of necessity. He was willing to give up his own 
cherished hope of a democratically instigated evolution of society only when it became untenable. He was, after all, a 
practical man. His focus was on eliminating all forms of unnecessary violence and suffering. His empathy was too 
great for the victims. His motive was to save them. Even if it meant saving them from themselves. He had no desire 
for personal power, and the responsibility it brought. He was a truly moral man. He took his moral responsibilities 
seriously. They were a burden, rather than a resource. He would never use his power for personal gain. 

No, what he sought from power was a response-ability equal in quality and form to his sense of 
responsibility. He needed the power to enforce justice upon those unwilling to act with justice, if that justice meant 
a loss of their personal benefits. Their privileges. Their satisfactions. Everyone was vocal about justice when they 
considered themselves the victim of it. But how many people were willing to stand up for justice when the facts 
clearly demonstrated that they themselves were the perpetrators of injustice? 

S’arodnap had never fallen for that old ‘universal justification’ of ‘the ends justified the means’. That was a 
lie. He felt deeply that the means one employed defined you as much as your ends. No matter how glorious and 
righteous your ends, if you employed cruel means, you undermined your whole purpose. 
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After agonising for years, and then decades, S'arodnap had hit upon the idea of mass euthanasia. A 
pleasurable ‘end’ for the 99% of the human population who were going to prevent the realisation of his vision, and 
thus force themselves and billions of ‘not yet conceived’ people to continue suffering in this world as it was. 

S’arodnap had hit upon a more valid constellation of arguments than the traditional, inflexible, universal 
justification of ‘the end justifies the means’. It was to focus upon the rights of the not-yet-conceived. 

Wasn’t democracy all about numbers? About numerical superiority? The rule of the majority? At best a 
large majority? 

Wasn’t it a fact that there were, in theory, more not-yet-conceived’ people than there were currently living 
people? 

What would these people vote for, if they were, right now, given the right to vote? What sort of holistic 
inheritances would they demand as their right? From what injustices would they demand protection? From what 
inequalities would they insist on alleviation from? What would they demand as their right? And what sacrifices 
would they be willing to impose upon the minority in order to secure and maintain these rights? 

How many trillions of people would vote for the reproduction of the current beneficiary system with its 
deliberate reproduction of holistic inequality? How many would vote for S’arodnap’s ‘Eden Protocols’, if given the 
right to vote. If given the chance to have him represent their wishes? 

Hadn’t democracy always been about seeking the greatest good for every individual? Hadn’t this, ironically, 
always meant that the rights of some individuals had been sacrificed in order to seek that noble end? 

Hadn’t government been introduced to end the ‘war of all against all’, only to give power to a minority to 
impose its will upon a majority? 

Hadn’t humanity replaced a constant state of small-scale warfare of tribe against tribe, for regular, though 
less often, large scale wars? 

Was it not true that in order to escape the worst in human nature, we had often granted the worst among us 
the power over us? And hadn’t these people always abused that power? 

Hadn’t we always feared anarchy, only to give up our freedoms to despots? What was despotism but a form 
of anarchy in which we had given up our individual rights to incur upon the liberty of others, in return for the 
promise of freedom from the incursion of others into our liberty, only to find that we had given up our rights to a 
small group of beneficiaries, who then used that power, in the pursuit of their own egoistic satisfactions, to remove 
all our liberties? 

Hadn’t we always been tricked into granting governments more and more power, so that in the end we 
ended up paying all the costs we had originally conceded our power to the government to protect us from? Hadn’t 
all governments, in the end, become a group of self-serving individuals who abused us with the same motives we 
feared in our fellow men, and to which we had set up government as a bulwark against? 

Hadn’t governments led us to the slaughter, time and time again? And when we resisted, hadn’t 
governments committed wholescale massacres of their own citizens, all in the name of order and security. Even 


peace? Wasn’t it a fact that the single most murderous cause of death in the 20th Century been ‘death by 
government ? By our own governments? 

We had been faced with a dilemma. We feared each other’s motives, and what our neighbours might do to 
us, if we had no way to protect ourselves. And so we granted governments of ever greater scale the power to enforce 
laws that everyone, including the government, was supposed to be accountable to. 

We gave up our own right to employ violence in our own self-defense to our governments, in an implicit 
social contract. We implicitly trusted that these governments would act in our communal interests. The problem 
was that when they did not, we were powerless to defend ourselves. For we had given up our personal power. 

Why did we imagine that any human could be trusted with power? Why should a neighbor’s motives be less 
noble than a politicians? Weren’t they both humans? How naive of us, to think that the one would act less selfishly, 
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and with less violence and cruelty, than the other, simply because we gave them the name of ‘leader’, or 
‘representative’, ‘judge’, or ‘president’. 

All we had done was concentrate the power that would otherwise have been spread out over the multitude, 
and placed it in the hands of a very few individuals who, never having given up the motives of the multitude, were 
now simply free to employ that power in their own interests. 

We had merely granted our potentially malicious, cruel, violent neighbours more power than any person in 
history had ever dreamed of possessing. Power over their neighbours. To use for good or ill. To use in their own 
interests, or in their neighbor’s interests. To employ in the cause of justice and fair play, or in the pursuit of their 
personal desires. And which was it reasonable of us to expect them to employ that power towards? 

That was democracy, at its worst. At its best, you could employ a ‘veil of ignorance’, so that those who 
participated in decision making would not be able to calculate their own potential, probably, personal cost or benefit 
arising from the decision. People would then be forced to consider the interests of every sentient being that might 
benefit or suffer as a result of the reasonable, likely, probable outcomes of that decision. But only honest people 
would submit to the use of such a ‘veil’. 

For an honest person to ascend to power, under democracy, they would have to be voted in by a majority of 
the general population. You would first need a population with a majority of honest, well-intentioned, good-natured 
people. 

If such a majority existed in the first place you would have had no real need of government. Honest, good- 
willed, good-natured people don’t need to be governed, and they see no reason to impose their own wills upon other 
honest, good-willed, well-intentioned people. 

So government itself, by default, presupposes you don’t have a majority of honest, good-natured, well- 
meaning people. 

It presupposes the opposite. And then people are shocked when their governments begin murdering them? 
Putting them in work-camps. Sending them off to be maimed and die in wars whose design is merely to increase the 
power of their own government to enslave, murder, and exploit even more people. 

S’arodnap had faced all these facts honestly. It had almost killed him. Worse. It had almost broken his will. 
His spirit. His desire to live at all. But he had followed the path down into the abyss, and kept on it. That path had 
taken him back out the other side of the abyss. It had sobered him. It had burned all the impurities out of him. What 
was left was the purest alloy of sobriety, good-will, and reason. The same fire that consumed lesser mortals proved 
the making of greater beings. 

S’arodnap’s final adversary was the confused logic of ‘the greater good for the greater number’. He had 
always felt that concept somewhat suspect. He had never really trusted it. It had been the catch-phrase, the slogan, of 
too many mass murderers. Too many psychopaths had justified their mass slaughters by that sort of calculation. 

He had always mistrusted mathematics. Statistics. Any argument that was quantified, but never quite 
explained. Mathematical models based on assumptions that were never genuinely proven. Simply assumed. And then 
hidden below a mass of confusing, obfuscating, mis-directing, mental energy consuming, and finally mentally 
wasting, mathematics. Maths was the mathematical magicians’ form of mis-direction. It enabled lies to be 
‘demonstrated’ mathematically. It enable you to appear to ‘prove’ the greatest lies ever told. 

As early as Thomas Aquinas, philosophers had warned us that we can never speak of ‘the greater number’ as 
a thing. For ‘the greater number’ had no senses. It could not experience pleasure or pain. It was not a person. It was 
not a sentient being. It was a construct of our minds. A phantom. A phantom the war mongers and dictators had 
always appealed to justify the mass torture, inhumane brutality, cruelty, and slavery of their regimes. Every horror 
they committed, they would claimed, had been in the name of that phantom. It was the good of that phantom that 
justified the worst of crimes against sentient beings. It was in the name of that phantom that real, actual, living and 
breathing, suffering, screaming individuals were tortured, beaten to death, imprisoned in labor camps and worked to 
death, and left bereft of any human rights, dignity, or freedom. 
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S’arodnap only thought in terms of individuals now. This saved him. It released him from the unbearable 
burden of billions. For only an individual could suffer. Only an individual could die. Only individuals existed. The 
death of one person was all you could ever be accountable for. 

If you were honest, and able to face facts, you would have to admit that most lives were not worth living. 
Most deaths were painful and undignified. Add these two facts together, as S’arodnap had, and you came to a freeing 
realisation. 

Everyone is going to die soon enough anyway. A quite unpleasant, undignified, and quite probably 
excruciatingly painful death. And between now and that definite future death, most of the people would suffer 
misery, ill health, unrequited love and lust, dissatisfaction, displeasure, pain, frustration, irritation, and boredom. So 
in fact S'arodnap reasoned, he was saving these people from all that, and merely bringing forward the time of their 
death. He was not killing anyone as such. He was merely changing the dates of their deaths. 

And these deaths would be the best deaths anyone had yet experienced. It was this conviction that had 
finally enabled S'arodnap to accept the necessity of "The Purge’. He was ensured that no-one would die painfully. 
Most would enjoy the greatest pleasure they had ever experienced, before passing blissfully into either oblivion, or 
whatever awaited them. 

S'arodnap's Eden Protocols were based on two reasonable alternatives. Oblivion. For that you need make no 
future considerations nor have any fears. 

For random new-incarnation, you had the motive to ensure that whatever experience engines, whatever life 
forms would be available for that new incarnation, would offer the potential for lives worth having and worth living. 

Further, you would be keen to ensure that should that life prove not worth living, that you would have access 
to euthanasia, to be able to make a peaceful, painless exit, to throw off that undesirable form in order to inherit a 
new one, next life. 'Happy next lives' became S'arodnap's famous motto, and the official code for "The Purge’. 

And so all those involved, who subscribed to these two reasonable assumptions, had no fear of dying, nor of 
being born anew. For they were going to ensure that deaths were pleasant, and that every life form available for next 
lives would be an ideal one. Forms likely to provide positive life experiences defined by beauty, pleasure, justice, and 
joy. 

But of course you might be wondering how S’arodnap could be so confident that his purge really would be 
painless, pleasant, even pleasurable? The answer? He had, using the virtually limitless resources of A-group, 
developed a new technology. Nick-named ‘Siva’. A new sonic technology. One that will resonate with all the future 
beneficiaries of the technology throughout all future times. 
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Chapter Twenty Five: Hollywood lives 


‘Now remember what we were talking about honey’. ‘About how every actor has to do this. It's how all the big stars 
got started’. Julie gave her mother a look made up of a mixture of great discomfort, uncertainty, and a desire to 
please. Julie both adored and despised her mother, but she also resented her. And worst of all she often doubted her. 
A mother who had been pushing her since she could remember. 

The thing was, she had brought her some success. She had done more television commercials than any 
unsigned child actor there was. And she dreamed of one day being a real star. Marrying a rich, famous, Hollywood 
actor. And it was this dream that filled her vision, rather than the images of her nervous mother, with a face full of its 
own doubts and worries. Her mother felt more than a little dirty. To pimp your own daughter, well, what could you 
say in reply to that sort of accusation? Especially when it was true. But you had to have a tough skin in this business. 
If you wanted to get anywhere. If you wanted to climb to the stars, well, you’d have to be willing to wallow around in 
the gutters just a little. But it seemed like that ‘little’ had become ‘a lot’. But what were you going to do? 

You gotta use the resources you got. And boy you don't get that many when you are born in a trailer park 
with parents that drink and fight and beat you. And then you marry a good looking young man who promises to 
take you away from the trailer part, and give you a real chance at a life. But he starts to drinking himself. And then 
come the hard, sharp, painful fists. And then one night he nearly beats you to death, and so you have no choice but 
to get out of there ON YOUR OWN. 

Then just when you get a job in the diner you discover you are pregnant. And you are filled with a burning 
drive to give this kid something. Whatever it takes you are gonna get out of this hole you were born in. You are 
gonna go and live in the sunshine. And so you keep an eye out for a man. A man who looks decent enough. A man 
with a job. And so you flirt your head off with hundreds of passing traveling salesmen and businessmen. You wake 
up often enough in some strange motel bed not knowing exactly where you were, how your got there, or who that 
man snoring next to you is. More often than not you wake up alone. Yes. You usually woke up alone to figure all this 
out. Sometimes you might find a 'tip' by the side of the bed. You'd take it. Knowing full well what it meant. But who 
were you to argue with the facts? 

Then just as you were about to give up totally, had even planned how you were going to kill yourself, and end 
all the sweat, the pain, the loneliness, the indignity, the despair, you actually strike it lucky. You find some good- 
natured but shy businessman. Someone good and naive. And more importantly, completely ignorant of your past. 

He is too awkward with women to get laid. And so when you do lay him good and proper, he sees you as 
some sort of glorious angel. And so it's easy to get him to propose to you. Soon you find yourself packing the few 
things you own, and care enough to bother bringing with you, and you leave with him. 

He sells advertising spots for the cinemas. He has a nice little bungalow in the Valley, in Los Angeles. And to 
you this is a luxury villa. You can't believe your good luck. And then the child comes. It is a girl. And he is over the 
moon, even though he just fas to know it can't possibly be his. But he never speaks about it. He is just so amazed to 
have found a girl like you. He had imagined ending his days in a barren landscape of work, frozen dinners, and a sex- 
less, love-less, emaciated, starved, dessicated, hard, cold, sexually frustrated desperation for tenderness and affection. 

It is undeniable that he loves your girl like a every girl deserves to be loved. She is his princess. He lavishes her 
with love and affection and adoration. And he treats you like a queen. He feels so lucky to have you. To have found 
you. So lucky that you chose him. He can't do enough to please you. He is generous and warm and kind. He 
cherishes you. He feels blessed to have found you. He would be lost without you. 

Your daughter grows up beautiful. Really beautiful. You remember how her father, back in the trailer, was so 
darned handsome. That was where she got those looks from, mostly. He had been just so damned pretty. She often 

99 


remembered him leaning over her, as he was fucking her hard, and the look of ecstasy that would come over his 
beautiful face as he came inside her. At times like this he had seemed so god-like. So beautiful. A true Adonis. And 
she kept those images fresh in her mind when her husband made love to her. He made sweet, tender, gentle love. She 
was impressed. 

But sadly it didn't do it for her sexually. Sure, it was lovely. It was so sweet and pretty. But she faked it with 
him, mostly, so he wouldn't get insecure. It was only when she was alone with her thoughts of that beautiful, stupid, 
brutal lover in the trailer park, that her hands became his hands, his mouth, his cock, that she awoke the passions of 
her own body, that she found genuine sexual release. It was only on these occasions that she really gained the sexual 
and spiritual release of true orgasms, cumming hard from her fast working fingers between her legs, and her fast 
moving mind creating scenes of passion with her long lost demon lover. 

But after a time she needed more. And so she began picking up ‘strange’ at bars in town. They would take her 
back to their hotel rooms and use her as their fuck-dolls. And once more she experienced the real losing of herself in 
the pleasure of animal fucking. The losing and then finding of herself. The losing of all the masks. The re-finding of 
the animal instincts. The animal nature. For we are all animals. And it is only in living out such basic, primal, sexual 
animal instincts that we can be truly whole, and feel complete. 

Her husband did all he could to get Julie a chance in Hollywood. Of course it had all been small time. And 
she was already 15, and hadn't had any serious interest shown from big producers or directors yet. She had done 
quite a few good television commercials, and when people would sometimes stare at her in the street, and talk among 
themselves, she liked the feeling. She knew she was beautiful. But there were just so many beautiful girls in this town. 
They were drawn to it. Sometimes fatally. At moments of brutal self-honesty she would admit to herself that she had 
had more or less given up on her dream of acting. Well, to be more precise, she had given up on her mother’s dreams 

for her. Now she was more focussed on marrying some rich man and living in a nice big house. 

She was not at all convinced of the role her mother had prepared her for over the last few days. First very 
subtly, then more and more specifically and aggressively. Her mother had ‘informed’ her how all the big stars had to 
sleep with directors, producers, agents, and anyone who could ‘promote’ them in the industry. All the big stars had 
started that way, her mother would constantly insist. 

In preparation for ‘the casting couch’, as she had called it, her mother had introduced Julie to all the ‘things 
that men wanted' from a girl. She showed her videos of girls with men’s erect penises in their mouths. They would 
lick them and take them into their mouths while their hands worked up and down the shaft, ‘wanking’ them. Then a 
thick white fluid would come rushing out of the penis as the man moaned. Sometimes the girl would let it spurt into 
her mouth. 

Sometimes it would land thick and sticky on the girls face. Girls would bend over and the man would pull 
down her panties and put their penis inside her. In some close-ups she was surprised to see that while most of the 
time they put in the girls vagina, often they would put it in her anus. She was quite surprised. Of course she had had 
some ideas about what sex might be, but it was more about hugging and kissing and feeling safe, and the passion was 
vaguer. 

Sure, her lover would put his penis inside her, and she would feel pleasure, but it was a vague and indistinct 
pleasure. But the videos her mother showed her showed girls screaming and moaning uncontrollably and completely 
unselfconsciously with abandonment. As if giving complete release to a powerful, otherwise inexpressible pleasure, as 
the men whined along to their own pleasure, giving it a different acoustic note. One less obvious. Their faces all 
contorted, almost as if in pain, and the girls even more so. It seemed sex was a lot louder and messier than she had 
ever imagined. 

Her mother had taught her a lot of ‘useful’ phrases that men liked to hear. 'I want you to cum in my mouth’. 
'I want to feel your hot cock penetrating my tight pussy’. 'Fuck me up the arse, PLEASE". 'Please may I suck your 
cock’? 'Do you like my panties? Are they too tight though? Maybe I should take them off. Could you pull my panties 
down for me?’ Her mother showed her how she should stare at a man's crotch with a look of fascination on her face. 
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She showed her how she could ‘accidentally’ let a man see her pantied crotch, as she sat down. And if she 
‘accidentally’ dropped something she could bend over so that he could see her pantied vagina from behind. The key 
was to take any cue from the man. Go with whatever he seemed to want to do. All the time you were to act as if you 
were really sexually aroused. ‘Horny’. That was another phrase she'd taught her. Oh, and if they had a toilet in the 
office, if she could see one, she was to ask if she could use it. And she was to leave the door open and pull her panties 
down slowly, so that that man might get a good look at her vagina, her ‘pussy’ she’d called it, as she was sitting down. 
And then if he came over, she would talk to him naturally, then get up, without pulling her panties up, and keep 
talking to him. Then let him do whatever he wanted. Just follow his cues and let him use her as he pleased. And 
make him think all the time that it was what she wanted too. 

All this was going through Julies mind as she waited outside for the audition. 

'O.K, you can come in now’. At this Julie startled a little like a spooked animal. It's O.K., Jules, her mother 
cooed. It's O.K. Now just go in there and remember everything we've talked about the last few days. O.K? It'll be 
fine. Just think of how famous you're gonna be. The envy of all your friends’. 

‘Friends?’ Julie thought to herself. "What friends? I haven't had a real friend since we came to Los Angeles’. 

I'll be O.K mum’, she reassured her mother. 'However she didn't feel O.K. In fact she was terrified. She 
hadn't even kissed a boy yet. And who knows what sort of ugly smelly old men were waiting for her on that ‘casting 
couch’ her mother had spoken so often of. 

Despite wanting nothing more than to run away from all this, Julie, determined to go through with it more 
for her mother’s sake than to satisfy any real ambition of her own, entered the room. The first thing she looked for 
was that dreaded couch. But there was no couch that she could see. And no bathroom door either. There were some 
tables and chairs and a camera. And a few men and women. Women? Mum never said anything about no lesbians, 
did she? She tried to recall but came up blank. 

'O.K. Julie is it?’ "Yes, Julie Masters.’ Julie replied. 'O.K Stella, you can go now, this is the last call so you can 
finish up for today’, the Casting Director, or so Julie imagined him to be, announced to one of the women. 'Oh, and 
you can leave too, Amanda. No. Hang on a sec. Can you do that report we were talking about before you go? 
Amanda nodded. ‘Great’. Thanks, that will really be splendid.’ 

‘So, Julie thought to herself. No lesbian sex. Just as well. Mother didn't teach me anything about that. So. 
Just the three men. Three men. Well, she thought, that girl in the video seemed to manage well enough. 

‘Right then’. Julies snapped out of her internal dialog on hearing the man. She focused on doing all the 
things her mother had coached her about. She began by staring at the crotch of the man speaking to her, as if 
fascinated. He looked at her, then at the other two younger men with a sort of bemused, confused smile. ‘Do I have a 
stain on my trousers?’ he asked her. 

But Julie was lost in her thoughts. O.K, now, she thought, ‘Panties’. And she said this aloud. "What dear? 
The man inquired, still more confused but with a good natured sense of humor. 

"They're too tight. Would you like to pull them down?’ 

‘I'm sorry dear, I don't quite understand what you mean?’ came the man's confounded reply. 

Just then Julie lost her nerve and collapsed onto a large chair, crying’. Between sobs she mumbled 'I haven't 
even kissed a boy yet. I can't do it? 

‘Do what dear?’ "What's the problem’ came the gentle, kind, caring voice of the man as he put his hand on 
her shoulder to comfort here, sinking down on his knees so his face was level with hers. 

Just then her mother came barging in calling 'I can't let you do it, Jules. It's just not right. I'm so sorry Jules 
but I can't let you...’ And with this she broke off, surprised by the scene she found. It was not the one she had 
expected, and dreaded. 

S'arodnap read the situation, suddenly gaining an insight into what was going on. ‘Ah, I think I see’. "Don't 
worry, it's O.K, nothing happened’. 'But what exactly did you expect would happen, Mrs. Masters? ‘Here, sit down a 
moment will you’. He pulled up a chair for her to sit down in. As he did so he motioned for his assistants to bring 
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him a chair, and then to leave the room. Once they were all seated, and his assistants had left and closed the door 
behind them, he addressed the sobbing girl and her equally distressed mother. 

‘It's just been so hard. You know. Every thing's just fallen to pieces. We're gonna be evicted from the flat and 
all. The Sheriffs are gonna be round any day now for all our furniture. It's all on hire purchase. I don't park the car 
anywhere near our flat for fear they'll repossess it’, she moaned between the sobs of her daughter. 

‘Oh mummy, I'm soo sorry’. 'I messed it up’. 'I didn't mean to.' 'I just..." Her mother pulled her close and 
held her tight’. "There there darling.’ You did good’. 'It was Mamma did wrong’. 'Mamma should never have sent 
you in like that’. "Will you forgive me my precious baby?’ 

S’arodnap could see what had happened fairly clearly now. The staring at the crotch. He'd heard about 
foolish girls and casting couches. And he'd heard about famous actors who had started that way. In fact he had 
himself had many offers from actresses trying to influence his decisions by offering practically everything sexual you 
could imagine, and many things sexual he had never actually ever imagined before, and wasn't even sure were 
physical possible, let alone expected could be enjoyable! 

‘Look. I can see this has been a rough day for you both. I tell you what.' They looked up at him. They could 
both clearly see he was genuinely concerned for their well-being. ‘Look. I'm always looking out for reliable help 
around here. I'm sure I can set you up with a position here with my film company, Mrs. Masters. And I can't promise 
you anything, but I think we'll be able to find a nice part for Julie in one of our current projects. It won't be a big 
part, mind, but it will give her a chance to learn and get some practice. Just some simple parts. She's a very pretty girl. 
And I can see she is extremely motivated. 

‘And look, Mrs. Masters, I'll have a word with our accountants. Leave your number with me. They'll sort out 
your financial situation. We'll arrange something to cover you for now, till you get back on your feet. O.K?’ 

Mrs. Masters and her daughter were stunned into silence by all this. And it was not just what he had said. It 
was the way he had said it. His clear sincerity. He gave them his undivided attention. He gave them the feeling that 
they were O.K. That they had not just made total fools of themselves. He gave no impression that they had 
embarrassed themselves. He had simply observed that they were facing some problems, and had offered a way to 
resolve them. There was no judgment made on his part. As far as he was concerned, there had been nothing to judge. 
There was nothing critical in his manner. It was all warmth and understanding. All genuine, authentic, pure and 
simple concern. 

They had never in all their combined years experienced such a relation with any human being before. And so 
they had no way to process the information, let alone express anything other than a sort of dumb acceptance. It was 
in fact not until they were leaving that Mrs. Masters actually regained enough of her wits about her to utter a simple, 
lame, "Thank you Mr S'arodnap'. 'Thankyou’. But somehow she felt that that was enough. That for S’arodnap, such a 
genuine thankyou was all he ever asked for. It was all the reciprocation he ever needed. He had simply extended help 
to someone who had needed it. He was merely the conduit of that help. He didn’t feel he could have done otherwise. 
He had been given so much by the universe and he was simply sharing it out as seemed fitting. 
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Chapter Twenty Six: The Knights Templar, The Cathars, The True Knights of Aton, and 
A-group 


Now it may never be clear what connection these Knights had with Akhenaton and his sunken treasure. For these 
knights invented international banking. It was perilous to carry gold on your person as you ventured forth from the 
relative security of your walled city, to travel for purposes of trade. It was expensive to travel with an armed escort. 
There were so many robber-barons and pirates of one form or other, many carrying the official sanction of their own 
Robber Barons, and even legitimate Princes, Kings and Queens. 

To be quite certain of your gold ending up with your trading partner, so obligating him to part with his 
precious goods, you would need a large force of guards. You not only ran the risk of these guards proving disloyal, 
and running off at the slightest threat. You ran the even greater risk that they would decide to turn ‘robber’ 
themselves, and simply take all of your gold, rather than just their wages. Even if you did find men you could trust, 
they came at a high cost. And that would eat into your potential profits. 

After making such calculations of the risk of losing what you already firmly possessed, and the potential, 
never certain and only probably benefit from trading, the whole venture could appear quite risky and untenable. 
Better to stay at home and make money the slower but safer way. But then a new group of entrepreneurs began 
offering their services to the traders. 

The Knights Templar had a reputation for trustworthiness, although many of their men had at one time or 
other operated as, or in the services of, various robber barons, pirates, mercenary bandits, and even rogue Princes. 
Their order had fortresses along the main trade routes. That had been the reason for the first crusades into the Holy 
land. To take control of Jerusalem, and the trade routes from the East into Western Europe. Both by land and sea. 
The French Kings had understood that to make their empire the hub of the lucrative trade traffic, at ports like 
Marseilles, they would first need to take control of the main ports and fortresses within the Holy Land. To take and 
hold Jerusalem. To take the ports between them and control the overland trade routes between them and that Holy 
city. 

Now the Knights Templar policed the trade routes under the Royal patents of the Kings of the Western, 
nominally ‘Christian’ kingdoms. They held all the major fortresses. They policed the ports and harbors. They 
operated as efficiently as any modern-day security service. 

Soon the brightest minds among the Templars realised the potential of their network of fortresses and 
security operations. They were intimately aware of the problems traders had with transporting gold and goods across 
vast distances. No matter how well they organised their security, there were always going to be losses. Always bands 
of raiders who would swoop down upon a caravan and take away the dreams, the business, the goods of the traders. 

They set up the world’s first international banking system, extending the already operating practices of the 
gold-smiths out to an international scale. At the time many people left their precious gold and silver with the only 
people who had adequate security to protect it. The Gold-smiths. The metal workers. They had the safest vaults, and 
24 hour guards. The people would hand over their gold, and in return for a small commission, the smithy would 
write up ‘promissory notes’ which guaranteed the holder the right to the equivalent of whatever weight of gold or 
silver was entered on the note. Soon these notes entered circulation, and were used instead of actual gold or silver. 
They were easier to handle. You could easily secrete one of these ‘notes’ about your person, sewn into the lining of 
your jacket and so on. They were even traceable. If stolen, you could issue a ‘stop’ on the note, and no-one would be 
able to convert it, to get the gold or silver it promised. 
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The Knights Templar simply extended this service over the entire trade routes of the Christian empire, from 
Britain to Jerusalem. You could deposit your gold at any of their branches, and then collect the same amount of gold, 
minus their commission, at any of their branches. You would not even need to actually carry any promissory notes. 
The Templars would send documents along with their regular couriers to the destination ‘branches’ that identified 
traders and their ‘drawing rights’ with the Templars. Sort of the original version of the World Bank and even 
International Monetary Fund. If any thieve somehow got hold of any document, or tried to falsify counterfeit 
‘promissory notes’, the Templar’s agents, their clerks, would simply cross check the Orders financial records of 
deposit, and with the original requests of the owners of the ‘drawing rights’. 

So traders in the West could now travel light. The risks of trading were now massively reduced. This lead to 
a boom in trade between the West and the East. The nominally Christian Kingdoms along the trade routes soon 
flourished. The ports of France and the Holy Land soon boomed. This meant an influx of taxes for the Kings, and 
goods for the people. It meant profits for the traders. It led to a massive exchange of goods, and ideas, between the 
East and the West. Between Islam, which at this moment was far ahead of the West in terms of science, 
mathematics, agriculture, and technology, and the nominally Christian West. 

The Knights Templar were a semi-religious order. So some trusted them by virtue of their oaths. Others 
trusted them because their very profitable business was based entirely ov trust. Trust was what they sold. So to 
defraud a single customer would destroy this trust, and jeopardise their lucrative trade. For the trade had made this 
relatively new ‘Order’ fabulously wealthy. They facilitated international trade and exchange. 

In theory, and for some of the more spiritual and religious members, in practice, the Knights Templar, were 
devoted to serving others, and the principles of the Temple of Jesus in Jerusalem. While very few would attach any 
meaning to the word 'Akhenaton’, they were in fact direct organisational and ethical descendants of “The Priests at 
On’, and Akhenaton. 

It was only a few very high up in the leadership who ever mused over the documents available to them. 
Copies of the documents that had been secreted away on those ships that fateful day in ancient Egypt. They were 
the truly holistically enlightened persons of their age. But they knew only too well how little humanity had evolved 
in terms of ethics. And so they were as hesitant as “The Priests at On’ had been with Akhenaton's visions. They kept 
to themselves. They tried to do as much good as they could. But they were limited by the human nature they had to 
deal with, and the technologies at their disposal. They saw quite early on how the order were attracting attention 
from jealous Kings who had bankrupted themselves with wars of conquest wasteful extravagance at court. 

So long before the French King determined that he, and not the order, were the rightful, the god-chosen 
owners of all the profits the order had accumulated through its international banking organisation, most of the 
Order's wealth had been secretly re-distributed and hidden. Much of it was given to religious orders that were seen 
to be genuinely inspired by good ethical principles. But the sums were vast. And so tonnes of gold had to be hidden, 
just as Akhenaton had hidden his. And it would remain hidden until the right people came along. The people with 
nature's that would be able to comprehend the clues they had left behind. Clues which identified the locations of the 
treasure hoards. It would take someone with the innate nature of an Akhenaton. They had so designed the clues that 
only a person with a heart of purest gold would ever ‘crack the code’. 

Someone who was naturally inclined to do good. Someone whose natural impulses and instincts were to do 
good. Someone who gained pleasure from increasing the pleasure of others, and in relieving the suffering of others. 
Someone of unbounded empathy. A Buddha-nature. And yet this is ironic for there never had been a true Buddha. 
The Buddha of history represented merely the aspirations of the most noble of people. For since Akhenaton, there 
had not been born one with a truly Buddha-like nature. Well, not until the birth of our hero, S'arodnap. And then 
later, a woman destined to become his consort, by virtue of her own heart of gold. 

There were of course aspiring Buddha types. They wanted to desire the best for others. They wanted to be 
naturally inclined to serving others. However for them it was deliberate. They had to learn why first, and then keep a 
strict self-monitoring of their own motives and actions. For the truly Buddha like Akhenaton type, it would come 
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naturally. It would be a pleasure to serve others. It required no extrinsic, ulterior justifications. It would require no 
argument. It would require no external motive. It would come as naturally to them as breathing. 

The natural born Buddha-Akhenaton type would learn, naturally and automatically, as a result of their own 
intuition, and as a result of their own experience, what teachers could only attempt to inculcate in their most 
promising students, over decades of patient direction and correction. 

The possessors of the true nature of an Akhenaton, a Buddha, would feel a one-ness with all living things. 
They would recognise the eternal nature of life. They would recognise that the person they were was not their 
essential self. It was just a temporary ‘experience engine’. They would inherit new ones when their current ones 
failed. They would inherit the world they had produced through their actions and inactions. So they were naturally 
inclined to seek to abolish slavery, exploitation, and cruelty towards any living thing. 

They would also be loath to see things reproduced that they did not desire to inherit in any of their own next 
lives. They would naturally understand the need for eugenics. They would automatically recognise the need for 
universal access to euthanasia. They would naturally incline towards greater equality. They would feel a natural love 
of justice. They would feel an automatic revulsion and disgust for all forms of injustice and cruelty. 

All of these natural properties that their nature’s possessed would automatically make them the natural born 
enemies of those in power. All these qualities about them would also identify them, like blazing signal fires in the 
darkest of nights, as the natural targets of their peers’ and cohorts’ malice and hostility. 

Most of those with such natures gravitated naturally towards the religions of their times and places. Not out 
of a true resonance with these religious orders. Not out of a genuine affiliation. But because it was these sorts of 
places and people where at least some modicum of intellectual honesty might be possible. Of course often these 
places proved the exact opposite of ‘sanctuaries’. For at times all religious orders have been closed-minded and hostile 
to any ideas that contradicted their dogma. And these religions had been exploited by ruthless people seeking only 
their own power and privilege. And so most of our potential heroes were soon destroyed by those among whom they 
had first sought refuge, and then had gone on to make the mistake of attempting to genuinely enlighten. 

That said, still there were abbeys and monasteries and cities where those in power did actually aspire to the 
pursuit of truth, justice, beauty, and equality. And it was these places that fostered the eventual evolution of more 
and more people, so that, over the ages, a small minority arose that possessed the qualities and innate natures that 
would one day facilitate the emergence of truly enlightened cultures and societies. And once these had emerged, the 
stage was set for the emergence of a natural born leader who would realise the visions of Akhenaton. A virtual new- 
incarnation of Akhenaton. A natural born Buddha. 

Who can say how these things come about? That a natural heir of Akhenaton would be born in a city of the 
same name that that man himself had designed and had built. That another natural born heir to the title “Akhen- 
aton’ would also find himself drawn to that newer, and no less spectacular, “City of the Sun’. Carcassonne, in the 
language of the region, the Langue’doc. 

A medieval city that had once been frequented by the Knights Templar in the South of France. Not far from 
their center of power there. A medieval city worthy of its name. Carcassonne. City of the Sun. 

A shining vision of hope and prosperity. Its three rings of fortifications, noble, beautiful, and virtually 
impregnable for many centuries. Carcassonne. 

S'arodnap’s latest movie production had brought him to this architectural glory of Southern France. Only at 
this very moment he found himself, not high up in a parapet, or the castle Keep. At this moment he was not basking 
in the glow of any of its most renowned architectural glories. No. He was deep below the city, far under the hill upon 
which the first fort had been built. He had entered from a crypt beside the church along the stream that flowed 
around the mountain’s base, and into the river. 

Today the church by the stream is connected by a fortified passage to the outer rings of the fortifications of 
the castle proper. But originally it was connected by underground passages known only to the architects and a select 
few initiates into the higher echelons of the Knights Templar. In fact the architects and builders had all drank a 
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sweet, intoxicating poison at the completion of the project. It was laced with that white powder, whose well-being 
inducing nature had delivered Akhenaton and his inner circle to their next-lives. 

What S'arodnap had discovered, to his great amazement and joy, had come about by chance, for the most 
part. A long list of unrelated coincidences had led up to it. Of course by now S'arodnap had become familiar with 
everything to do with Akhenaton, his philosophy-religion, and his ‘city of the sun’. 

S’arodnap had been working on the film adaptation of his most recent best-selling novel in Novgorod, when 
the Russian Federation President took offense at something he had written in a novel. He hadn't named names, but 
apparently the President had such a guilty conscience that he immediately identified himself with a corrupt and 
ruthless character in that novel. 

A new location was needed. And so S'arodnap found himself with a crew of set designers deep in the ancient 
vaulted crypt of the church at the foot of the castle complex of Carcassonne. With them was their official ‘escort’. A 
young French archaeologist now working with the tourism ministry. She was very pretty and full of life. She was 
overjoyed to have a chance to show off her beloved walled city to the rest of the world. The town was dependent on 
tourism. She felt a burden of responsibility towards the town she had been born in, grown up in, and then returned 
to after her studies in Paris and Barcelona. You felt this immediately in her earnest responses to any queries. But 
overlaying that seriousness was a passionate love of her ‘Carcassonne’, her ‘City of the sun’. 

Clarissa, that was her name. Clarissa Sophia. She knew more about Carcassonne and its glorious past than 
anyone alive. She knew all the tales, gossip, and superstitions attached to the place. She was versed in all the folk lore. 
She felt as if she knew each of its former inhabitants personally. Including those buried in the church grounds, and in 
these crypts. Legend had it that the city was often frequented at night by bands of Knights in white robes with the 
Red Cross. The Knights Templar. 

However there was no official record of any relations between Carcassonne and Mt. Segur, the center of 
Cathar power in the French Pyrenees. Though both castles lay in the region known as ‘Languedoc’ after the French 
dialect originally spoken there, there were no known political or economic ties connecting them. 

And so Carcassonne was not associated in the popular consciousness with the Knights Templar, nor with 
the stories of their fabulous treasure and riches. And to Clarissa, this was in itself noteworthy. But she had never 
heard of Akhenaton. In fact when S'arodnap mentioned Akhenaton's famed 'City of the Sun’, Clarissa had shown 
the genuine pleasure of a child with a new piece of information about the world. She found it quite quaint that there 
had been another ‘Carcassonne’ in far off Egypt. Another ‘City of the sun’. Immediately her curiosity was piqued and 
she was hungry to know more. 

Of course there was so little official information about Heliopolis, as the Greeks called The City of The Sun, 
At On. The Priests had had the city raised to the ground. All references to Akhenaton himself had been erased from 
every monument and official record in Egypt. Literally. They'd had stone carvers deface every mention of 
Akhenaton from every piece of stone in Egypt. On was abandoned within a few years and fell into decay. 
Akhenaton’s dream had appeared to have been completely destroyed. Annihilated from the face of the earth. Wiped 
from the consciousness of humanity. Erased from history. 

His name only re-entered history thousands of years later when archaeologists puzzled over a few fragments 
of cipher in the sand and debris of archaeological ‘digs' in the area where his city had once stood. They managed to 
put together no more than a few fragments of his philosophical credo. He had been King. He had disenfranchised 
the priests and demobilized his expeditionary armies. He had built his City of the sun’at On, which the Greeks 
called ‘Heliopolis’. 

Amenhotep IV, that had been his name before he had changed it to Akhen-Aton, had been deposed and his 
beautiful city had been raised to the ground. Completely destroyed. Not a single building or monument left 
standing. 
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During the ‘interregnum’ after his demise chaos had reigned, until a new Pharaoh, a figure who was to 
become the world’s most famous ‘mummie’, came into power. It was Tutankhamun, the offspring of the marriage of 
Akhenaton with his sister, Nefertiti. 

Biblical scholars remember this period as the time of the Old Testament 'Exodus' of the Jews from Egyptian 
captivity. That was about all Clarissa could discover, when she returned, excited, to her office. 

But she, and S'arodnap, and the team of set builders, were soon to discover much more. For while 
constructing some A-beams which would later support some sets and lighting, some apparently damp rotten 
stonework had given way, revealing a small niche built into an original stone wall. While it was nothing remarkable 
in itself, it produced a great thrill in Clarissa. A thrill almost sexual in nature. Well, to be honest, very sexual in 
nature. For this was something zew about her beloved city. And it was on the verge of orgasm that she pushed past 
S'arodnap and almost leaped upon the find, like a predator upon its prey. 

Everyone was startled by this sudden swift movement. No-one had noticed anything. The man who had 
accidentally knocked off the clearly rotting stonework had not noticed it fall away. As usual S'arodnap had been 
engaged in some pleasant conversation with one of the crew, offering them his full attention. And so as he felt 
Clarissa brush past him, almost pushing him out of the way, he couldn't help but follow her movements with his 
eyes to the wall where she suddenly stopped, completely immobile, as if stunned. As if enraptured. As if completely 
enthralled. 

Was it his imagination or were her legs actually trembling? And then she turned, her eyes aglow. If he hadn't 
known better, S'arodnap laughed to himself in awe and good humor, he'd swear she had just had a full body orgasm. 
He had seen that look often enough in his lovers. And so it was not lost on him that she had discovered something 
very exciting. He quickly came to her side, motioning to the crew to direct some of the lights onto the wall behind 
where she stood. 

But then, inexplicably, she quickly stood with her back to the wall, covering it. She appeared to be trying to 
make out as if there was nothing to see, while clearly making it impossible for anyone to see for themselves. She tried 
to act calm and to laugh it off. ‘Sorry. I just got carried away. Must have been a rat or something’. 

Not having observed Clarissa up to that point, and taking her cue without any reason to doubt her words, 
the crew went back to their work. In fact only S'arodnap had had his interest piqued. She had definitely seen 
something that had filled her with excitement. He had felt the energy in her as she had pushed passed him. 
Something had completely captivated her. And that look of thrall, and then that flushed look of a lust satisfied. It 
was pure animal. And if she had not been so young, vital, and beautiful, it would have seemed completely out of 
place in someone whose life revolved around ancient, dead, faded, pale, decaying things, and long dead people and 
times. 

S'arodnap made out as if he had accepted her words at face value. He hid his own desperate curiosity from 
her. He didn't want her to suspect that he suspected anything. He wanted to see what she was going to do. For 
clearly she knew things about this place that no-one else did. Certainly more than him. It would be better to let her 
chose when to divulge what she had discovered. For he was sure she had discovered something. He was equally sure 
that she would, when she felt the time was right, also proudly share her discovery. For she was clearly proud of her 
Carcassonne. She would certainly announce to the whole world any secret she discovered, simply to adorn the 
greatness of the place, and to draw in the tourist that were so vital to financing its preservation and renovation. The 
men who had built the walled city had used all the wealth at their disposal to ensure its beauty and security. In 
modern times it was extremely costly to maintain such architectural, man-made treasures. 

S’arodnap figured that she was just now being protective of her town. She had only just met him, and the 
others were complete strangers. It was only natural that she should be careful. And so S'arodnap deliberately did not 
show any further interest. He went back to his conversation, and found some pretext for the crew to leave the crypt 
to do some work on another site. At this he observed a great release of tension in Clarissa. She visibly relaxed. ‘Just 
leave that there for now, Mike, and we'll go see about the lighting for the seduction scene. Yes, yes, that's right, the 
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naked seduction! S'arodnap joked with the men. For of course they were all excited about the female star of the film. 
And they all fantasized about getting to watch her cast her magic net of desire upon her audiences. 

Careful not to be observed, S’arodnap, on his way out, casually hit a few buttons on the rigging he had just 
had set up. If you looked closely in the right place, you would have noticed a few small L.E.D lights begin flashing 
green. But unless you had night-vision goggles you would not have noticed the small array of cameras that were now 
following every move of Clarissa. Well the cameras knew no Clarissa as such. They were simply programmed to 
follow the micro-transmitter attached to Clarissa. S'arodnap had left a tiny micro-chip stuck to the back of her 
jacket as he had wished her a pleasant afternoon, lightly misdirecting her attention to her arm as he placed his hand 
casually on her elbow, while she was caught up in his engaging, warm, smiling, approving, accepting smile. 

As soon as he left the crypt S'arodnap made as if he had suddenly realised he had forgotten something 
important. He casually suggested the crew go on without him, and then made his way to his trailer, careful not to 
betray the burning curiosity and impatience that now had him more excited than he could remember having been 
for many years. 

He quickly locked his door, made sure the blinds were drawn, and switched on his laptop. He impatiently 
waited for it to load the programs, and clicked on the ‘remote cam' icon. He used to use these tiny remote cams to 
perve up girls’ skirts. He would place them on his own shoes, and like the King of France in the Palace at Versailles, 
he would casually adjust his footing until one of his shoes was under a sexy girl's skirt, and then click 'record' on the 
remote mouse pinned inside a pocket of his jacket. If he was sitting down in a Cafe, he would watch real-time’ as the 
girl adjusted her stance, her panties moving softly against the crack of her slit. Driven by a strong hormonal 
imperative, he would occasionally enter the girls changing rooms at times when the sports center was nearly empty, 
and place the tiny cameras on surfaces which would give them various angled views of the girls changing and 
showering. He got the greatest thrill when they would bend over to pull down their panties and put on swimmers. 
Delicious! Yum! 

He kept all the files encrypted, so that no-one but himself would ever be able to view them. This was, some 
might say ironically, to protect the privacy of the girls. He never bore anyone any malice. He was simply satisfying his 
own desperate sexual desires in the least opportunity cost manner he could find. No harm was done. He would never 
use the tapes for any purpose but his own sexual relief. 

In his younger days, he had even gotten jobs at backpackers’ hostels and cheap motels, to satisfy his lust to 
watch girls and women undressing, showering, and occasionally, when he got really lucky, he got to watch them 
masturbating, or even having sex. Once or twice he surprised himself when a particularly well built young man with 
a beautiful penis would masturbate, or receive a ‘head-job' from some pretty girl, and he would find himself very 
sexually aroused. It seemed that a particular sort of man was also a sexual object for him. And why not? Hadn't 
Freud claimed that all his research indicated clearly that a// humans must be bi-sexual? 

Freud was, for S'arodnap, the true Saviour. It was only fitting that this ‘Christ’ should be Jewish. It all fit. 
Not that Freud was christened Emmanuel. Not that Freud did much to increase justice, or even to introduce 
veganism. But he certainly had, once and for all, done away with ‘original sin’. He had been a migraine martyr. He 
had suffered and died absolving us of our ‘oedipal’ sins. 

For it was Freud who had shown how the generalised feelings of guilt and anxiety that religions had 
exploited over the millennia to their own advantage, in reality all reduced down to our desire, as infants, to possess 
our parents as our sexual objects. We had desired and willed the death of that parent who currently possessed the 
object of our lust. At an unconscious, emotional level, we carried the guilt for that impulse, and the fear that it might 
be discovered, and we would be punished. This was the ‘original sin’ that priests had offered forgiveness for. For a 
price, of course. 

That price had been enslavement to religious dogma. The result of this mental enslavement was its corollary 
physical slavery to the priests and the rest of the ‘Beneficiary’ classes. The physical slavery, the legal slavery, could 
never have been established, maintained, and reproduced, without the mental slavery to the religious dogma that 
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naturalised, legitimated, and appeared to justify it. In the true sense of just-ify, being ‘to make seem just and right’. As 
if any form of slavery could be considered just. As if justice did not demand, at every level, that all sentient beings live 
free. Free among the free. 

S'arodnap had been a keen 'spy' hobbyist from as far back as he could remember. He had spied on everyone. 
At first it was just for fun. But soon he discovered how ‘two-faced’ and duplicitous everyone was. He had watched 
and listened as his parents had argued. He heard what they really felt about each other. How they really felt about 
their relationship. And how they felt about him. 

He found out more about human nature in this way then he could ever have learned from books and 
university lectures. He spied on his friends and work colleagues. He caught people out in the most blatant of lies and 
the most opportunistic acts. He came to abhor the deeply corrupt nature of the people around him. Even worse, he 
despised their masks. 

As he ventured out into the wider world, he came to see that human nature was universal. From the smallest 
to the greatest, the most humble to the most sophisticated and respected. People were corrupt opportunists. They 
were hypocrites. They were liars and cheats. They were monsters hiding behind polite masks. They were ugly 
creatures hiding their ugliness behind thin veneers of socially acceptable personas. 

He could have made best selling television shows out of the footage he had accumulated. But he kept it 
private. For he respected people's privacy, as ironic as that might sound. He never recorded anything with the 
intention of harming anyone with the footage. He considered it merely a privilege to get insights into his fellow 
humans. It would never have occurred to him to abuse that privilege for personal gain. He would only use it to 
further his understanding of humankind. And he would use that understanding for the benefit of humankind. For 
the benefit of all sentient life. All animals and conscious beings included. 

And so he now sat, staring at his laptop’s screen, enraptured by the sight of Clarissa rushing to lock the doors 
of the church, and then returning with some lights and her laptop. As she placed the portable lamps around the wall 
she had just recently covered with her body, S'arodnap began making out some sort of carving. He adjusted the 
cameras manually from his notebook and did some spectrum shifting to bring out the stone carvings into sharper 
relief. 

On a sudden whim he adjusted one camera to focus on her chest. Yes. As he suspected. Her nipples were 
hard. She was sexually aroused. So his instincts had been correct. Almost involuntarily one of her hands moved from 
her hip across to her stomach, and then down between her legs, under her skirt. How S'arodnap wished he had 
placed a camera on the ground, but he could only imagine the delicious sight of her fingers delicately rubbing her 
clitoris through what he imagined was the soft white cotton of her panties. 

He moved a camera to see her face, as she climaxed. It was the most beautiful sight in the world. A pretty 
woman cumming. Her face would shine and glow like a Fresco of the Madonna. This was surely the most holy sight 
a man could behold. This was the most sacred thing anyone could behold. This was beauty. This was truth. Pure. 
Innocent. Holy. 

All the while S'arodnap had been stroking his erection. As she came, he came. He entered into her emotions 
and feelings completely. He felt her pleasure. He became her for those few moments. That was the positive side of 
his automatic empathy with others. He could share their pleasure. He gained authentic pleasure from other’s 
pleasure. 

Clarissa then proceeded to take all sorts of photographs. Some close up. Some including the entire room. At 
the same time S'arodnap started some three dimensional software programs that would scan and load data onto the 
mainframe computer in his office. It was a massively powerful computer. And so while Clarissa was busy 
constructing a collage, a sort of three-D image from photos, S'arodnap's computer was producing a detailed 3-D map 
and image of the room. S'arodnap laughed to himself, for it would include Clarissa's last masturbation scene! Well 
surely that formed part of the holistic context, right? You never knew what piece of information would yield the 
most insights, did you! 
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Later that day, as S’arodnap was comfortably seated in his favourite café, going over some director’s notes, 
Clarissa entered, saw him from across the Cafe and came over to him. 'You know how you were telling me about 
Akhenaton, and his 'city of the sun'? She asked him, trying to sound casual, but hearing her own voice sounding 
queer and almost distorted. 

‘Yes. Of course. Please, sit down Clarissa. Would you like anything? The coffee here is great!’, S'arodnap 
replied, putting Clarissa suddenly so at ease that the self-conscious, uncertain, hesitant girl she had entered as seemed 
alien and unconnected with her current self. ‘Oh, yes, that would be great’. S'arodnap motioned to the waitress who 
had been watching as Clarissa, a well-known figure in that town, had come in and approached the famous film 
director everyone had been talking about for the past week. In a moment the waitress was standing next to them, 
eagerly taking them both in, her pen and notebook in hand as an automatic gesture and habit. 

Clarissa felt that waitress was standing just a bit zoo close to the famous film director. Almost as if she was 
offering up her crotch for him to sniff and hopefully lick. With this thought Clarissa suddenly caught herself. What 
strange things to be thinking? What on earth has gotten into you Clarissa, she said to herself. She suddenly found 
herself imagining the cute waitress laying with her legs spread wide, begging S'arodnap to ‘fuck me hard...oh PLEASE 
fuck me..cum inside me...PLEASE..I NEED your cock in my pussy..FUCK I am almost cumming 
already....PLEASE ... FUCK me DADDY...please daddy, slip your hot hard cock in my tight wet pussy...’ 

And then as quickly as the lurid scene had taken control of her imagination, she ripped her consciousness 
free of the compelling images. Shocked at her own mind, she suddenly found herself back in the Cafe, wondering 
what had gotten into her. 

‘Clarissa?’ 'Is something the matter?’. ‘Sorry, you just looked so ... I don't know how to describe it...so...so 
distant, and then it was like something shocked you back into the moment...’. He joked. Oh don't worry. This 
weather has been doing strange things with people's minds lately. She just sat there speechless, trying to round up her 
consciousness and resume some sort of normalcy, in a setting that was otherwise so normal and reassuring. 

‘So. Oh yes, what you would like’. Clarissa heard S’arodnap’s solicitous voice through a sort of mental fog. 
She focused on that voice like a beacon of light drawing her back to the shore of her own consciousness. Struggling 
to form a sensible sentence, and hearing her own voice come back to her strange and hoarse, she asked for a Long Soy 
Latte. When it came, and she sipped it, she felt strangely self-conscious as she licked the foam from her lips. It felt 
like such a sexual act. She felt as if she were openly masturbating for everyone in the room to see. She felt her face 
redden and glow as blood flowed to fill the capillaries of her cheeks. 

'Yes', S'arodnap continued in voice Clarissa found both comforting and exhilarating at the same time. 
‘Akhenaton. He was certainly a fascinating figure. Him and his Priests At On. But we know so little about him, or 
the Priests At On, and their philosophy. We know so little about Ais ‘City of the sun’. Clarissa noted the strange 
inflection he had used on the ‘his’, as if somehow, subltly, implying fer own ownership of Carcassonne. 

‘So few people have ever heard about him, though his son is perhaps the most famous ancient Egyptian. At 
least in mummy form. But what a coincidence. Here we are sitting in another ‘City of the Sun’. And isn't it just 
gorgeous.’ S'arodnap appreciated how dear to her heart her own town was. And it was refreshing to meet a person 
who seemed to share her love of Carcassonne. A love of her home town. A love for her home. 

S'arodnap himself had been like that famous character in the Old Testament Book of Job, wandering to and 
fro upon the face of the earth. He had never felt at home anywhere. And so he envied her this feeling she had of 
connection. Like she was a part of something that came before her, and would go on past her. And maybe she would 
even be here in some next-life. Who could tell what impulses and determinants determined our next lives? 

Since S'arodnap had learned about Akhenaton, his philosophy, and his ‘City of the Sun’, he had always felt 
somehow that he would only ever feel at home there. As if that had in fact once been his home. Or would somehow, 
one day, become his home. He often felt as if he had been traveling along some sort of material dialectic which would 
one day return him back home to his own ‘City of the Sun’. Clarissa, on the other hand, was already home. She had 
already found her, ‘City of the sun’. He envied her this. And he admired her for her loyalty to this, her home. 
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‘Do you mind if I ask you something?’ S’arodnap asked, interrupting Clarissa’s thoughts. Clarissa was 
startled for a moment, and scared. She feared he was going to ask her something about the crypt....'Is it true you are 
worth hundreds of millions?’ I mean. You could live anywhere, and do anything, if that were true’. 

She felt a massive tidal surge of relief and couldn't help but almost gush with that relief at the deflation of 
her now suddenly receding anxiety ‘It's no secret. Yes I am very rich. But this is my home. I love this place. This is 
my’ ... she paused, suddenly almost embarrassed by the word, as if it was revealing her most intimate darkest desire, 
her most depraved lust, her most violent passion. "To be honest I don't deal much with that money. It is in trust 
funds and all that. I don't need much. And to be honest I don't really feel that it is mine to spend. Not really. So I 
only spend what I need; 

S’arodnap nodded his understanding, encouraging her to continue by his quiet attention to her words and 
gestures. She really felt that he was listening and understanding her. It was a strange sensation. People rarely really 
listened. Really cared what you were saying. Usually their minds were somewhere else entirely. Or they were 
formulating their own thoughts, and merely waiting for a gap in the conversation so that they could express what 
was on their minds. They might nod and concur now and then, but it seemed more ritual than authentic. And 
Clarissa usually found she preferred keeping her thoughts to herself, than wasting them upon people who were not 
really listening, and not genuinely interested in what she had to say. So she found S’arodnap’s attention quite 
appealing and emotionally reassuring. Even invigorating. In fact there was something uniquely intimate and 
therefore sexual about the way he listened that made her want to keep talking. Just to work out what it was about 
him that was so unusual, so refreshing, so encouraging. 

‘Here people just accept me for what Iam. No-body bothers me. There is no envy, really. People think I am a 
bit crazy, sure. They can’t really understand how I could not let it all go to my head. But you see my parents were 
simple, honest people. And they lived simply and modestly. We were comfortable. We had everything we needed. 
We didn't feel the need for more. And there was always this feeling that we were really just keeping all that money as 
caretakers. We didn't feel it was meant to be spent on anything frivolous. We felt that one day the reason we had 
been entrusted with it would be revealed, and we would then employ it for that purpose.’ 

S'arodnap listened as intently as he had ever listened to anyone. He was impressed. He of course heard what 
she was saying, but he also read, or to be precise, fe/t her more than simply hearing here. He sensed undertones and 
overtones in her voice, in the way it modulated, and in her body language, the expressions on her face, and the 
machinations of her mind. Tf only a girl like this could fall for a guy like me!. The idea welled up inside him until it 
had taken complete possession of him’. 

Clarissa must have sensed something, for suddenly all her self-consciousness dropped away. She felt as if all 
her masks were falling from her, and she was revealing herself to him completely naked, completely vulnerable. 
Exposed. But completely without any fear. Devoid of the anxieties that she was so familiar with that it was only in 
this moment that she became aware of just how anxious she had been just a moment before. She was sure that she 
was now O.K. Some burden had been taken from her. Some veil had been torn. Some problem had been solved. 
Some answer to some unconscious question had appeared. Some danger had passed. Some uncertainty had been 
removed. Something had changed her world completely. 

The world was suddenly, in a flash of warm light, a shining, a glowing, a friendly thing. It was as if the world 
had never been meant to contain any pain or suffering. And she was now experiencing the world as it had always 
been meant to be. The world as it really was. The world that she had, at some level. Always known it should be. And 
had dared hope it would be. 

She had passed some sort of barrier between the world she had known, with all its cares and worries and 
loneliness and misery, and into the world that had always been there. Waiting. Just a moment away. Just a 
centimeter away. But as unattainable as if it had been on the other side of the galaxy. Light years away. 

She felt safe. Secure. Outside the reach of any harm in the world. Beyond the world’s malice. She felt as if she 
had entered another plane. A new dimension. Still in the same reality. But somehow no longer in the same reality. 
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She felt a sudden connection with S'arodnap, and a need to express that emotional connection, that spiritual 
touch, physically, on a pure animal level. To press her naked body against his naked body. It was the most sacred, 
spiritual and holy sensation she had ever experienced. It felt the natural position for her body to be in. In the same 
place and time as his body. 
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Chapter Twenty Seven: Riding down “The Devil's Highway’ 


Now and then when the surface of her life wore just a bit too thin even for the ‘new’ Julie, she would pack up a few 
things and head off on a short holiday. An adventure. Sometimes a week-end. Sometimes two weeks. And so it was 
that Julie found herself once more dreaming of some ‘escape’. And what caught her fancy, after a brief but satisfying 
‘encounter’ with a young man from California, was a trip down ‘route 66’, through ‘Death Valley’. How apt, she 
chuckled. To ride 'the number of the beast’ through 'Death Valley’, in a convertible. Nothing between her and the 
beast, and "The Valley of Death’ but the empty air! 

She had made the bookings a few months in advance, to ensure that she got the exact car rental she was 
looking for. She liked things to be ‘just right’. She didn't want to just ‘drive’ down "The Devil's Highway’ in any old 
car. She wanted to do it in style. And so she had arranged the rental of a beautiful Old-timer from an old man who 
could no longer afford the luxury of keeping his ‘collection of beauties’ for himself. He would rent them out, at 
prices only people from cities like New York would ot consider 'Diabolical'. He himself hardly dared mention the 
prices he charged. For he feared that simply in doing so his customers would reveal themselves as mere ‘phantoms’ 
sent by the devil to get his hopes up, just to dash them! 

Julie arrived by plane, renting a car just for the trip to the garage where she had been told she would pick up 
her ‘ride’. She had the numbers, stored now in her phone, of one of the pretty stewardesses, and of the handsome 
young man who had taken the seat next to her on the plane, after some negotiations with the middle aged man who 
had apparently booked that seat. For Julie was a very attractive woman at the age of 33. In fact she had never been 
more attractive. 

Physically, she was somehow still becoming more attractive every day. But more importantly, she was gaining 
more and more sex appeal due to her ways of interacting with people. People liked her. People loved her. And the 
irony was never lost on Julie. It seems ‘this empty shell’; her way of referring to herself now, had so much more 
attraction to people now that it was devoid of anything bordering on ‘life’ within it! 

It was early spring, and the air was crisp and fresh, even fragrant, out here in the dessert. She saw the big 
‘Cowboy Hat' sign that advertised the road-side diner and motel long before she got there. She immediately took her 
foot off the accelerator and cruised in, barely having to break as she pulled into one of the many vacant spots outside 
the diner. She accepted the attentions of the group of rough looking males sitting in one ‘booth’ of the diner with 
her normal, easy grace. Acknowledging them briefly she went up to the man at the counter. 

Before she could utter a word he offered 'So you must be the girl from New York down to pick up Old Josh's 
Chevy!'. She smiled by way of confirmation. ‘It's out the back getting some detailing done. Be ready in 15 minutes, if 
you can wait’. In the meantime maybe you'd like a drink? ‘She accepted his offer, adding 'T'd like some Chocolate 
Soy milk if you have any’. At this the group of men erupted in laughter, one adding, in a mocking voice 'T'd like a 
chocolate SOY milk, if you have any..IF WE HAVE ANY he then iterated. This aint Nooy Yawk Missey. Aint 
none of them 'nekked leddies from PETA in these parts...unless of course you'd care to get nekked miss New York 
Veg-a-taar-eee-en girl!’ 

At this the man at the bar smiled and told her not to 'mind them hooligans there’. Them's just ignorant id- 
yots, mam’. After that he turned in their directin, yelling ‘now you boys better be minding your own, now’, adding 
'Ifn you want to keep your welcome here then you'd better be showin the lady your best manners’. In reply one of 
the men stood, calling out loudly 'I am most sorry Mam, for any crudity or lack of manners on the part of my friends 
here’. ‘Please accept my apol-gies’. After saying this he bowed low. Julie smiled at him graciously. In a way she found 
these rough men exhilarating. Imagine fucking one’, she thought to herself. 'I bet it would just blow their minds to 
get laid right proper by a real New York girl!’ she joked with herself. And then the image of being fucked by the 
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whole lot of them crept into her mind. Now that would be something. But, that is not what I am here for, at least 
not now. That can wait, for now’ she thought to hersef. 

The man at the bar, ‘call me Ned’, he'd said, now surprised her by going out to the back, opening a fridge, 
and bringing out a few tetra bricks of Chocolate, Strawberry, and Vanilla Soy milk. ‘And these here is all Veegaan 
candy and such like’ he offered, laying a handful of different sorts of vegan sweets on the bench counter. Julie was 
delightfully surprised. For though she had welcomed her own self-destruction with joy, she could not bear the 
thought that anything else should suffer on her account. She quickly sought the appropriate tone with which to 
reward the man for his generosity. 'Why thank you ever so much. I don't know how I can repay you’. To which he 
replied, apparently already feeling suitably rewarded. For she had, it seems, found just the right tone. 

‘Aw taint nuthin’. You see my daughter, when she comes down from L.A, she's a bigshot reporter there you 
know, well I keep this gear around for her. She's one of you lot too’, he added in a conspiratorial tone, flushed with 
pride in his daughter's success. 'You'd like er, you would. My daughter’. 

‘Oh I'm sure I would’, Julie graciously replied. 'So how much do I owe you for the drinks and candy?’ she 
asked, smiling, and reaching for her credit card. 'Oh, I couldn't take money from a lady as pretty as you’, the man 
replied, his hand gently on hers, stopping her from retrieving her credit card. She didn't move her hand too 
suddenly, not wanting to give any offense. She did it naturally, as if to flick her hair from her eyes. 'My daughter 
wouldn't dream of it. She'll be just tickled pink when I tell ‘er about you an‘ all’. 

‘But’, he added, in a friendly but businesslike tone, ‘there is the question of Josh's bill’ he added a little 
dubiously, expecting there to be some trouble on that account. He looked at the figures on the bill as he almost 
reluctantly laid it to rest on the counter top. He felt like he was aiding and abetting some sort of crime. He felt like a 
fraud. “Would New Yorkers really happily pay this much for a few days driving in that old-timer out the back?’ Well 
he was about to find out. So with an uncertain voice, he pointed to the invoice and said 'I guess then, that'll be 1045 
dollars?’ She smiled without any hesitation, confirming the price. Yes. Josh said I could pay by credit card? She 
inflected the words similarly to how the man had inflected the 1045 dollars. It was a polite way of doing things. You 
didn't insist. You made it sound like you were politely making a request, rather than simply assuming you'd get what 
you wanted. It went down better with people. In this way they felt like they were doing you a favor, and thus felt 
good about themselves. And then by association they usually felt good about you! 

‘She's got a full tank. Takes super, none of this ‘unleaded’ rubbish. Remember that! And go easy on the gas, 
there's nothing Old Sheriff Wise-ass likes more than a speeding tourist. Just makes 'is day it does. So you be careful. 
And have a good time. And I'll be seeing you back here next week!’ 

He led her out to the car and drew her attention to the heat gauge, the petrol gauge, and the boot release 
lever. She showed an appropriate amount of pleasure in the old timer that satisfied Ned. For she could tell he took 
great pride in the cars, even though they were not his, and he was merely the go-between. Julie thanked him and he 
gave the fender a friendly slap before he turned to make his way back to the diner. 
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Chapter Twenty Eight: The Devil in blue jeans? 


Just then another car hurtled into the parking lot in a rush of hot air and flashy color. Julie braked, a little startled 
and irritated. But then when she saw the young man that was getting out of the car she forgot her irritation at the 
driver. Her anger vaporised into a fume of lust. The passenger, barely a young man, maybe even still a teenager, was 
the cutest thing she had ever seen. She waited as he got out, jumping over the side of the convertible. "What a 
heavenly arse’, she thought to herself, delighted and aroused to an almost teenage-girl pique of hormones. ‘Just look 
at the way he is built. An Adonis. Perfection in blue jeans. Tight blue jeans, she noted with great pleasure. The driver 
got out and followed him with her eyes as she opened the door of the Diner and went inside. 

Julie couldn't help staring at him as he walked toward her, a beaming smile across his ever so handsome 
young face. He was almost too good looking. Almost feminine. But those biceps. Those triceps. That inspired 
jawline. And those eyes. Those eyes startled Julie, as she realised they were staring directly at her. At her crotch. Then 
at her mouth. Then at her breasts. Her nipples became hard under his gaze. Her crotch became wet under his 
fascinated scrutiny. She licked her lips. There was no ambiguity in that lascivious grin of his. He wanted her. He 
wanted to use her for his own pleasure, like all the other girls he had used for his pleasure. He was going to use her 
sweet pussy and wet mouth to pleasure his cock. All this he communicated with that confident but never arrogant 
smile, and that direct stare. It was a provocation, that stare. A challenge. An invitation. An order. But it guaranteed 
the recipient pleasure at least equal to the pleasure he would greedily take from her body. He would use her, to be 
sure. But he offered her the full use of his own body in return. And any woman could see that that was a good deal. 

And then suddenly he was talking to her. He was so close she could smell his fresh sweat, and taste the 
sarsaparilla on his breath. He had a can of it in his hand, and was taking large, thirsty gulps from it. And then the 
god-child spoke! His voice was husky, but not very deep. It was a charming, warming, pleasant voice. And it held 
overtones of pure sexuality. Pure, innocent, generous, sexuality. 

The voice of the Adonis was saying something like 'I'm so sorry to be a nuisance Mam, but you see, I have to 
get my sister's place’. 'Ms. Parker’, and with this he turned and indicated the lady who was now inside the Diner, ‘can 
only take me this far’. But Julie was staring at his neck, and his arms, and his crotch, and paying no heed to ‘Miss 
Parker’. She suddenly felt that he was asking her something when she heard herself answer, almost panting, 'Of 
course. Yes of course.’ He gave her a puzzled look, before she realised that he had not actually asked her anything. 
But he helped them both over this embarrassment by adding, as if to a request already made, if it would be O.K if she 
might take him to the next township. It was on her way, if she was heading up Route 66 to Death Valley, as he had 
been told she was. 

She heard her own voice, as if coming from a distance, very husky and broken, saying ‘Sure. If it would help 
out. And maybe you can give me some tips on the way’, she added, trying to sound nonplussed, to hide the sheer lust 
that she heard in her own voice. Surely he had heard it too? She thought to herself. But all the better! If he was 
getting in that might be as open an invitation as was ever made to a 33 year old New Yorker by a sizzlingly sexy male 
paragon of vitality and ‘vis viva’. 

She almost heard the squelching noise of her damp crotch against the vinyl of the seat as she reached over to 
take his hand and introduce herself. She couldn't help but notice the sheer size of his ‘equipment’ as he ‘adjusted 
himself’, pulling his ‘package’ up in his jeans, as he made himself comfortable next to her on the bench seat. 

Her hands were almost shaking with excitement as she pulled out onto the Highway. At first he said 
nothing. They enjoyed a comfortable silence together. She turned and smiled at him occasionally, and he offered 
that genuinely warm, open smile in return, with a hint of smug self-satisfaction and the sharing of a secret that they 
were about to share together. 

115 


He then began admiring the car. His hands brushed along the dashboard, his muscular, sun-tanned arms 
lightly brushing hers in the process. And then he ran them along the bench-seats, admiring the vinyl. His hands 
ended up just touching her thighs. It sent waves of scintillation up her spine, and turned her blood to sweet, warm, 
honey. She felt her wetness welling up between her legs, soaking her panties, and then the seat. She felt it running 
down and over her anus. It felt cool with the breeze. But she was on fire! 

He then opened the glove-box casually. ‘Ah. I knew it. Old Josh always keeps a pistol in his ‘beauties!’ Now 
ordinarily Julie just loathed guns, but something about the way, Luke, that was his name, turned the words over on 
his tongue, took away any of the usual fear she had about any sort of weapon and its associations with violence. 

‘Look. It's a 45 Smith and Weston. I've always wondered what it would be like to shoot one of these. You 
know, like a real cowboy. A real gun-slinger from the old west’. The words flowing from his mouth made the gun 
seem harmless. A toy. And she felt herself more than a little infected with his enthusiasm. He then reached in and 
pulled out a case of rounds for the gun. Wow. You know, we might never get another chance. Oh no, sorry, you'd be 
in a hurry, I guess, to get to Death Valley. I wasn't thinking. Sorry’, he apologised, adopting a cute sort of ‘hang-dog 
expression, as if genuinely sorry for having missed some great adventure, but not willing to impose on his gracious 
host. 

It took Julie a few moments to realise what it was that he had proposed. When she looked at him, she saw a 
great disappointment in his features. But he was apparently doing his best to hide it, him not wanting to be any 
bother and all that. And it was this that suddenly played upon Julie until she decided, on a sudden whim, to grant 
him her boon. To accede to his desire. To give him the fun he so obviously had seen possible, and then she had, 
ungraciously and unforgivably, taken away from him. 

‘What do you say I pull over and we take a few shots? You know I've never held a gun before. It might be 
fun. Do you think you could show me how? She knew full well he would be delighted. It thrilled her to be able to 
offer him such delights. He responded with all the excitement she had hoped. And so she pulled over at the next 
dirt-road crossing, and headed over some low hills till they were just out of sight of the Highway. She stopped, and 
let him get out first, a little embarrassed that he might notice the damp patch that had soaked through the crotch of 
her skirt. 

He got out quickly in his boyish enthusiasm, and set up some rocks for ‘target practice’. He then stood 
behind her, taking her hands in his. She felt his muscular thighs against her buttocks. And then as she wiggled a little, 
his generous ‘package’. But she tried to focus on what he was showing her. He gave her the bullets, and showed her 
how to put them in the revolver. He put the loaded gun in her hands, with his hands holding hers. She was almost 
blind with lust by this time. She barely noticed what he was doing, as he held her arms up, his hands cradling hers, 
and she pulled the trigger, over and over, pointing in the direction of the targets. Before she knew it she had emptied 
the whole round. Her legs felt like rubber in the combined excitement of his gorgeous body pressed to hers, and the 
firing of the gun. It was the ultimate aphrodisiac. She could barely keep herself from tearing his clothes off and 
straddling him then and there. 

She so was lost in a haze of sexual lust that she didn’t hear the sound of sirens off in the distance, but closing 
at a very fast rate. They were getting louder and louder, and clearly headed in their direction. 

‘Just to be on the safe side’, he said, as he took the gun and hid it under the seat. 'You never know’. Julie was 
in such a daze of sexual frenzy that she didn't really hear what he was saying, or understand what he was doing. 
Before she really knew what was happening the police cars crashed over the rise and braked hard and loud behind 
and in front of their parked Chevy. 

Then the young man was saying something about ‘just being a hitch-hiker' and ‘what's all this about a 
murder’, and the police pushing her head down as she was getting into the back of the cruiser, and realising her 
hands had been restrained with plastic chords, and she couldn't move them or breathe properly. And then the harsh 
sunlight before the dark cell in the county jail. And then, well, just complete confusion. She remembered falling 
asleep on a hard bench covered only by a rough blanket. 
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The next morning Julie Masters awoke to find herself in a prison cell. It had been no dream after all. But 
how could it be real? Murder? Why should she be a suspect? She had only been in town a few hours. Who was the 
victim? How was she supposedly connected with all this? 

The Sheriff personally brought her her breakfast. She drank the coffee thirstily, but left the rest untouched. 
She hadn't had breakfast for at least five years. Since she had last made breakfast for her two children. Was it only 
five years past? It seemed a whole life-time ago, and a whole world away. The Sheriff was quite confident that there 
must be some misunderstanding. He gave her to believe that the whole thing would be cleared up soon enough, but 
that until then she would have to remain the ‘guest’ of his ‘little establishment’. Before going he asked if there was 
anything he could do for her. A telephone call? Why of course. If she would just follow him. The Sheriff nodded to 
the female officer accompanying him that the hand-cuffs wouldn't be necessary. This was all just a 
misunderstanding, surely. Anyone could see that this nice lady here could have had nothing to do with cold-blooded 
murder! 

She sat at the desk, wondering who she should call. She'd never needed any legal advice. She didn’t have a 
lawyer. She had no idea who she might call. She had no real friends as such. Just casual acquaintances and 'good-time' 
mates. She was at a real loss as to who she might call. Who on earth would care enough to do anything to help her? 
She said as much to the Sheriff. 

The Sheriff suggested ‘perhaps a family member? Do you have a sister or..." 'Yes, I've a sister. In ....'. "Well I'm 
not sure.’ ‘Look. Is it true that you have data bases, and can find people? 

"Well, yes, under circumstances we might...’ ‘Can you find her for me? Her name's Bellinda Masters... 

Well, I, ahm...' the Sheriff pondered. 'Look. I'll do my best. Seeing as you've had such bad luck here...I guess 
it's the least this town owes you’. ‘Look. You give all the details to Officer Hudson here’, and he smiled at his 
colleague, ‘And she'll track down your sister for you’. 'O.K?'. 'Good'. Look, I've got a lot of work to do, so you won't 
see me again for a while. If you have any problems or ideas, I'm sure Officer Hudson,’ and again he smiled at his 
colleague, "Will be sure to be able to help you’. 'O.K?’. 'Good then, Officer Hudson, I will leave this young lady from 
New York in your capable hands. Go gently mind. She's already had enough shocks of late!'. As he said this he gave 
Julie a warm smile and left the office. 
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Chapter Twenty Nine: "When have you ever gone out of your way to help someone else? 


Bellinda, is that really you? Julie asked, finding it a little strange to hear her sister's voice after all these years. "What is 
it to you?’ 'I guess you must be in some sort of trouble, or you wouldn't be calling me. So what is it? What've you 
done? 

Julie explained her situation briefly. There really wasn't much to say. There must be some reasonable 
explanation, but surely it could be resolved quickly. 'So will you help me, Bellinda? 'Bellinda's retort cut her straight 
to the bone ‘Who have you ever gone out of your way to help, Julie? 

Bellinda knew she deserved that comment. Well it was true, wasn’t it?. And she had nothing to say in 
response. 'O.K, Bellinda. You're right. ‘Actually, I think this was the best thing to have happened to me...I really 
needed this reality check...I don't like what I'd become....living only in the moment and only for me...without giving 
a damn for anyone else...I guess I got that way after Jeb left me. You know, he took a lot more from me than my 
virginity and my DVD collection. And I guess I just got bitter and twisted and thought, fuck it, fuck everyone...from 
now on I'm gonna do what suits me, and to hell with everyone else...but you know it wasn't me...and I'm so sorry I 
haven't been there for you and ... these last five years...and I had no right to ask you for help...but anyway, I just 
wanted to let you know I understand...and if I ever get out of here I'll try to make it up to you and.....Look. It's been 
great just hearing your voice again after so long. I'll be O.K. Look. When I've sorted this thing out, I hope we can get 
together again. Just talk you know. See if there isn't anything we might...’ Julie then heard Bellinda speaking to 
someone in the background. ‘Oh it's my sister. Apparently got herself caught up in some murder mystery on Route 
66. You want to speak to her? Well sure, you're the boss. Be my guest’. 

And then a very pleasant male voice was asking Julie about her situation. It was S'arodnap. He listened 
attentively, making some notes with a pad and pen as Bellinda explained her situation. When she had finished he 
said ‘Look, Bellinda. Looks to me like it should be simple enough. If you agree, I will send down some of my legal 
staff. Oh, don't worry, I already pay them enough. And then he added, for Bellinda’'s benefit. 'Look, my office would 
be a total shambles without your sister here to manage things. So if it means keeping her here, rather than having her 
off galloping all over the country, then I would consider that you are doing me the favor by letting me send just a few 
lawyers. Lawyers are easy to come by. But an assistant like your sister, well, that’s quite another thing. 

You know I bet my lawyers are completely bored sitting around here all day, and I'd love to see them do an 
honest day’s work for once!" Julie laughed at his playful manner and friendly tone. 

‘Of course then, she said, if that's the way it is, I will gladly accept your offer’. 

‘Great, S'arodnap replied. Then consider them on their way. They should be there by this afternoon. In the 
mean-time, Julie. Please. Don't take this the wrong way. But lawyers will always tell you, that in a situation like this, 
it is always better just to say nothing’. 'Good'. Then take care and we'll get this sorted as soon as we can’. 'Good'. 'Yes, 
you're welcome’. 'Yes I will.’ 'O.K then’. S'arodnap then hung up and told Bellinda that Julie said thanks, and that 
she was sorry for putting everyone to so much trouble. 

Bellinda, Mrs. Masters, had all this time hung upon those comments of S'arodnap's about herself. ‘Is it true? 
She asked. ‘Am I really doing a good job around here?’ S'arodnap gave her his heartiest smile and said, ‘Honestly, I 
don't know how we managed here before you came’. The lie was worth it. It was more than repaid by the way he 
could see her face light up. She left the room humming, almost bounding with joy. 

That made it all worth it for S'arodnap. For of course he could have found a more efficient office assistant. 
One who knew all the modern software packages. But such a person could find a job anywhere. And Mrs. Masters 
needed this job. He was happy to say that she was learning the ropes well enough. So why not give her that extra 
motivation by exaggerating her performance, just a little! 
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It was this sort of reasoning that was the reason why S'arodnap got so much out of his employees. Their 
motivation was exceptional. And their loyalty unquestionable. If he had to overlook a few mistakes here and there, 
and get people to redo a few things now and then, then it was all worth it when you looked at the 'bigger' picture! 

While Bellinda was waiting for S'arodnap's legal counsel to arrive, she was taken by several female custodial 
officers to a room and asked to disrobe. She was given a paper apron to cover herself. They took her clothes for 
forensics testing. 

Some other more technical looking personnel then came and took 'swabs' from her hands, and other parts of 
her body. The swabs felt cold and moist. After this they took her paper apron and lead her to the showers. They then 
gave her some overalls, and soft soled shoes. By this time it was lunch-time and they asked her what she would like to 
eat. They said she had a legal right to a meal. Nothing special, mind, but it would be prepared in the local Cafe. 
When she asked for something 'Vegan’, they were at first clueless. She explained that it meant food that did not in 
any way derive from any animal. They were skeptical at this explanation, so she wrote down a list of a few things they 
might get for her. Salads. Soy milk, Chocolate Soy milk if possible. Any sort of vegetable. Even French Fries. At this 
they lightened, ‘Oh, he's sure to have French Fries’. And they left with the list, chatting amongst themselves about 
‘this vegan thing’. 

When the Sheriff finally returned he looked at Julie very differently than he had earlier that morning. He'd 
just gotten the results from forensics, he said, and they were very disturbing. How could she explain having the 
murder weapon in her possession? She said nothing, remembering S'arodnap's advice. And how could she explain 
her fingerprints on the weapon? And what about the gunpowder residues found on her hands, body, and clothing? 
All of these were indications that she had just recently fired the weapon. He looked truly worried for her. He then 
apologised about having to put her in feet restraints. He said he'd look really foolish if she escaped on him. Not that 
he thought she would try, he added, in that same apologetic tone and with the same 'I'm sorry, really, but I have to’ 
expression on his face. 

Julie said nothing, merely smiling in reply, and giving the Sheriff her most ‘understanding’ looks now and 
then. It was then she thought to ask. "Who was the victim, anyway?’ Something about the Sheriff's reaction cut her 
to the core. Something inexplicable in the subtle play of the Sheriff's features, and even how he held himself. If you'd 
asked her to clarify what she felt, she would not have been able to explain it. It was a whole lot of subtle cues and 
signs that her unconscious picked up on 

And yet she was sure then, from that moment on, that the Sheriff knew something about the whole thing 
that he wasn't saying. And he wasn't ever going to say it. In fact, with no way to truly explain how she knew, she was 
from that moment on sure that the Sheriff had had something to do with the murder. She was actually certain that 
he, The Sheriff, had actually murdered the victim himself. 

What had the Sheriff said to provoke this certainty? Well the Sheriff had looked around smiling, then, when 
he was sure there was no-one else listening, he had smiled again and said Some poor son-of-a-bitch was in the wrong 
place at the wrong time, that's all’. ‘Just a case of bad luck’. ‘Life's like that you know". 

And then he'd added, in a sort of, well, for want of a better description ‘Priestly’ way, "You know, Julie. 
Everything that ever happens is determined. We don't get any say. All this ‘free will’ malarkey. It's just, well...he 
didn’t finish the sentence but instead gave her a questioning look, as if asking her if she understood. 

‘And so punishing anyone at all for anything is unfair, when you look at things honestly. I mean, the 
murderer doesn't get up one morning and say to themselves, hey, I'm going to be an evil person and kill someone, do 
they? No of course they don’t. Lots of things contribute to the final act. A bad child-hood. Poor impulse control, 
and you know they say that comes from a combination of genetic predispositions and social factors, yes, he nodded, 
it's true. Criminology my arse! And then of course, the neuro-scientists tell us that we have no free will whatsoever. 
We are really just puppets to our wills. We don't get to choose what we want’. 

The Sheriff then took a sip of his coffee and continued. 'And that's the key, you see. And so, when I catch 
someone, and say they really did murder someone. Well they were just as much a victim of the murder as the actual 
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victim. If you see it clearly. And I do. And so really, does it matter, at the end of the day, who goes to prison for the 
murder? Well not really. As far as society is concerned, the deterrent value is the same whether we send a guilty or an 
innocent person to prison. The same message goes out. The message that you will pay for your crimes. And so for the 
people who shat deterrent is going to have a positive effect on, well, the effect is the same whether the people we put 
in prison are innocent, or whether they are guilty. Same message either way. And the people don't care either way. I 
mean. You say you are vegan, right? Well do most people give a damn about all the animal cruelty they are 
responsible for? All that suffering? Just to have a hot-dog, or a new sort of shampoo? 

He left her to digest this for a moment. Then he continued "No. Of course not. People don't give a damn at 
all. So why would they care if some poor, uneducated, barely human person suffers? Nah, look don't ever try to 
convince me about ‘noble savages’ and all that rot. No. Freud. Now there was a man who knew human nature. So, 
what I'm telling you is, Julie, and I hope you get my drift, is that, in reality, the system doesn't care who it sends to 
prison. As long as it can send someone. Just as long as the police, judges, detectives and all that lot can be seen to be 
doing their jobs effectively. So the people can sleep soundly in their beds at night. And so no-one complains about 
paying all those taxes for policing and law enforcement.’ 

Up until this point the average bystander might have made neither head nor tale of the Sheriff's little cynical 
lecture on the place of law enforcement in society, and the very notions of justice. But then he added something very 
queer which Julie would have challenged anyone to explain away. 

‘So you see, Julie. If it were me. If I'd just had forensics come back with a report on me, like I have on you, 
right now’, and with this he showed her the reports, explaining their meaning, "Well, to be honest, I wouldn't put 
any faith in the criminal justice system. No. I'd take my chances and run. Once you're out of it, it's not so hard, I 
hear, to buy yourself false I.D's. A whole new identity. A chance to start from scratch. You see they use the birth- 
certificates of babies that died soon after they were born. Lots of administrative staff are quite corrupt, so I hear. 
You'll understand in my line of work a man hears things. Interesting things he can't get out of his mind. And so I can 
tell you all this with great confidence in its veracity. You know, not just a lot of old-wives gossip. Yes. So. Yes. Like I 
said. You ever found me in a situation like that’, and with this he nodded toward the report Julie held in her hands, 
‘well, I'd run for it’. 'And anyone who knows anything about anything around here would think me a dang fool ifn I 
hadn't!’ 

The Sheriff then got up and said something even queerer. 'Now where are all my good men and women? 
What would those tax-payers think to see such an empty office? Why, how could a man be expected to hold a 
prisoner here all on their own. I mean, just think of all the things that could happen. I mean how could I be expected 
to know that someone had failed to put you in ankle cuffs? How could I know that someone had left the keys to Old 
Fred's Ute right there on the table, after putting him in the lock-up to sleep off that bottle of Rye Whiskey? I mean, 
there are only so many things that a man in my position can know. And if I just happened to be called out back now, 
say, by a fire alarm...and to be honest the damn thing's been playing up a lot recently...and you being, so they say, 
innocent until proven guilty, and I would have to risk you escaping rather than risk having you killed in a 
fire...horrible that would be...innocent tourist dies in local lock-up blaze...imagine the bad publicity...well... 

Then suddenly the fire alarm rang out, startling Julie, but apparently not the Sheriff. He calmly got up and 
walked off to see about it. Julie, having read the forensics reports and the ‘expert opinion’ of the signing officers, 
looked to the table. There were a set of keys. A pick-up, he'd said? She didn't stop to think. Running off towards the 
front doors she immediately saw an old white pick-up with ‘Fred's tyre shop' painted on the side. She jumped in, and 
the car started immediately. She then drove off as casually as she could. She didn't know the whole story, but what 
she did know was that she was going to get out of there before waiting for any more answers. Why the Sheriff was 
helping her, she could not say. Did he feel guilty that an innocent woman might spend the rest of her life in jail for a 
crime he had committed? Or did he simply feel that she would look guilty, and draw attention away from any 
further investigations that might incriminate himself, if she escaped? Either were good enough reasons for him to 
want her to get away. 
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She took the first dirt-road that turned off the highway, and when she heard the first sirens she was glad to 
see nothing in her rear-view mirror except barren hills. She didn’t look back after that. She just drove on. She drove 
on and on until Fred's Ute made some spluttering sounds, stalled a few times, coughed, and then went silent. She let 
the Ute roll until it stopped. Then she got out and began walking. She had seen what looked like an abandoned 


mining camp a few miles to the East. And so she chose that direction as being as good as any other. 
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Chapter Thirty: Can you really run from yourself? 


Julie hadn't had much time to think in the last five years. Her life had been one brief moment after another, always 
chasing some pleasure, or some money. Clients and casual lovers took the place of friends and relationships. She had 
sought oblivion in alcohol and easy, no-strings-attached sex. She had found it easier than she had ever imagined. Her 
mind had gone blank. Her emotional centers numb. She felt nothing but pleasure or boredom. And as boredom 
threatened to become loneliness and emptiness, she quickly took whatever ‘experience’ was on offer at the time to 
distract her. That usually meant sex with whoever there was. There was always someone around. Some girl or man. 
She lived in New York, after all. The city that never slept, but slept around a lot! 

And so it was a strange feeling, to be walking through the crisp desert night on her own. She was of course 
overwhelmed with everything. This was supposed to be a relaxing vacation. But in a way it was just what she had 
needed. A distraction. Some excitement. She didn't really care if they caught her or not. She'd look guilty of course. 
But what did that matter anyway. She'd become quite fatalistic over the last six years. Stuff just happened to you. 
People didn't deserve what they got. They just got it. Good and bad. Independent of how good or bad they had been. 

How on earth could two darling innocent 3 year old girls deserve so much pain and suffering? What on 
earth could they had done to deserve that? And what sort of a god could just sit by and let it happen? No, all talk of 
gods was like talking about fairies and Santa Claus. And any talk of justice was nonsense. The world was not fair. 
People got whatever they got by sheer good or bad luck. And what the Sheriff had said about people and justice 
resonated with what most people who were intelligent, aware, and honest enough, had known knew all along. And if 
they hadn’t, then they soon learned the truth of it. 

But she wanted to get away from this. Maybe try and start a new life, like the Sheriff suggested. Who would 
really care if she just ‘disappeared’? Her sister had only shown the vaguest of superficial, perfunctory, and obligatory 
of interests in her. Her boss may have been telling the truth. Who knows? But she didn't really care at the moment. 
She just wanted to get away. 

Then it occurred to her that she had been doing that for at least the last five years. She'd always been 
running. Running from memories. Running from herself. Running from the past. But could you really outrun 
yourself? Where did it get you? Just exhausted and lost, out in some desert, it appeared. She couldn't help laugh at 
that last thought. ‘Out in the desert’, she said out aloud. ‘Running from myself! What a lark, hey? And just then she 
came over a shallow rise and saw before her what appeared to be a deserted mining settlement. 

Only it wasn't totally deserted. There was a light on inside one of the shacks. And outside the shack was 
parked a jeep. She made her way over to it as quietly as possible. She got in and reached for the keys. Then a voice 
startled her from the dark. 'I suppose you'll be looking for these, then? If I'm no fool. And mother didn't raise no 
fools. No’. She jumped back away from the Jeep, falling over herself in the process. 

‘Ah, shucks. I didn't mean to frighten ya ‘an all’. ‘Just gotta be careful out in these here parts, yer know’. 'You 
get all sorts wanderin out in the desert at night. Some of 'em might think to steal yawr jeep ‘an all’. He laughed at 
this. ‘But don't you worry nun. Mama did't go raisin no fools no siree’. 'T'm sure, now I get to seein’ ya, that we can 
cum to sum kinda 'rrangement’, 'A pretty girl like you’. 'An on the run from the Per-lees an’ all’. 'Not that that aint 
nun-na my bizness like’. 'I always say let them's what to hide deal with the Lord, an’ taint to do with me’. 'For aint we 
all orv us sinners?’ 'I ‘taint no ‘ayn-gel', and at this he laughed to himself. 

Julie waited till he reached the light of the doorway before moving. She then got a good look at him. He was, 
she was glad to say, quite average looking in every way. Nothing at all dangerous looking. If it hadn't been for his way 
of talking, he would have passed for any of the men she'd walked by without paying any regard to. Just average, is all 
she could of said, if you'd have asked her to describe him. 
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This gave her some comfort. And then his comments. What had he meant? She could only guess. A single 
lonely man. An attractive woman all alone in the Desert. O.K. She could see how things were heading. And why not? 
What could she begrudge him his little opportunity. Who knows if he had ever had, or ever would again have, the 
chance to taste some of life's greatest rewards? And so she was already mentally prepared for what she was about to 


see. Well sort of. I mean. Really. Who would have thought to see what just then caught her attention in the light of 
the shack! 
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Chapter Thirty One: So what will it be, pleasure or relief? 


The walls were all covered with icons, posters, and pictures, of the Virgin Mary. In most cases she wore the 
traditional white robe and halo. But here and there Julie noted oddities. The Virgin Mary with her robe hoisted up, 
her legs spread, and her fingers, well, there was no other way to describe it. She was masturbating a very wet looking 
vagina! And here and there were little ‘text balloons’ leading up out of her mouth, with things like ‘Please put your 
hot cock in my wet pussy’. And... well, you pretty much get the idea. Seems this young man had a particular fetish. 

Julie literally let out a sigh of relief. Other than that the shack was quite clean and tidy. Cosy in fact. And the 
man seemed quite harmless. Just a little ‘queer’. But Julie was not one to judge. She had seen a lot of things in her 
time. To her new ways of thinking, if it hurt no-one, well no-one who hadn't wanted to be hurt, that is, then where 
was the harm? As long as everyone gave their informed consent. 

Her motto was ‘Everything can, nothing must’. And the variety of surprising things that made girls and men 
cum was, well, no longer much of a surprise to Julie. She'd made men cum in the strangest ways. And she'd had men 
and girls try out a few strange things at her bequest to. She wouldn't know for sure unless she tried, right? And so she 
tried. And often she surprised herself with what could make a girl really cum nice and hard. Hard and deep. Hard 
and repeatedly! 

She already had an idea of what he might want, in return for the right to ‘steal’ his jeep, as she cautiously 
stepped into the room, and saw before her the various manikins all dressed up as the Virgin Mary, some with saucy 
underwear, others with simple white panties. 

He came out of a side room with a pair of new white cotton panties, still in their original wrapping. 'I guess 
you can see what I like? He cautiously probed her. 'Like, I can't help you escape like, but who am I to say what 
happens to my Jeep in the middel of the night? If I happen to leave my keys in the ‘gnition like? And ya’all might 
happin a'pon em like? 

But like I says, mama aint raised nun id'yots. And you bein’ a girl from the big smoke an all. I mean. You 
know how it is in the world. An’ it taint like I be askin ya ta let me touch ya or nufin’. So like, I'll put the keys ‘ere, ya 
see? On the table like. Now you put on these panties, and this robe, and I'll ask ya to do a few things while I wank 
like, over here’, and he moved and sat down on the sofa. And you'se'll go sit over there, on that there sofa. An' with 
the white panties’, at this he took out his penis and began wanking, ‘an’ the robe, and you gonna talk dirdy an all to 
me while I wank, and you'se gonna touch yerself'an all. K?' 

In fact Julie was getting quite turned on by all this. The man had a nice enough cock, and it was getting very 
hard. She could see the shiny purple head as he pulled his foreskin back. It stayed put, kept in place by the bulging 
head. She quickly got undressed, taking off her panties, and putting on the new white cotton ones. She put on the 
robe, and sat down on the sofa. She concentrated on his cock, and remembered the hitchhiker of the day before. She 
began touching herself, stroking her clit through the soft white cotton. Running her fingers up and down her crack 
from anus to clit, as it became soaked. Then she slipped the soft white gusset of the panties across so he could see her 
naked slit. 

By this time he was moaning softly, ‘talk dirdy Mary, talk dirdy ta me’. Taking her cue from the posters Julie 
began softly, and sexily 'Oh your cock, I need your cock. I need to feel the hot head of your big hard cock against my 
wet tight hole. Oh baby. I need you to put your cock up against my white panties. I need you to slide your cock 
under my nice new soft white innocent cotton panties and push it into me. Oh baby. Fuck Mary's wet cunt. I need 
you to fuck my cunt baby. Fuck me.’ As she spoke these last words the man, staring fascinated at her fingers fingering 
her ‘cunt’, came in a huge white arc that settled down on his own face and lips. 
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At this Julie ran for the keys, grabbing them while he was still cumming, and running for the jeep. She got in 
and drove off. But he sat staring at the icons, enjoying that deep satisfying relief that comes from a full body orgasm. 
She had kept her end of the deal, he thought to himself. He'd keep his end. 

And that was how Julie had often experienced men. Girls too. Actually people in general. If you gave them 
exactly what they wanted, they were usually satisfied, and held up their end of their deals. That's all people wanted. A 
fair deal. All people wanted was to have what they really wanted. If you gave them that, and didn't make them settle 
for anything less, then they considered you a good ‘partner’, 
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Chapter Thirty Two: ZZ and his A-team go to Hollywood 


ZZ, Sophie, Duff, and the rest of the team had all put in requests to keep the team together. Normally this would 
not be an option. However strings were pulled by a number of very senior, and very impressed members of the 
executive to make it happen. The timing was perfect. For a new investigation unit was being put together, to deal 
with cases associated with the entertainment industry. It was one of California's most profitable industries. It was a 
powerful lobby group in Washington. And the industry was rife with all sorts of criminal activity. Money 
laundering. Drugs. Murder. It all sounded like some of kind of mystery adventure to ZZ and his team. And so they 
gladly accepted the posting to Hollywood. It had turned out, however, to be no more exciting than any other posting. 
Mostly routine. Nothing at all like in the movies! 

But then one day, years later, they were called into what had seemed to be just another one of those ‘routine’ 
investigations. At first glance a simple case of Homicide. They had caught a woman with the weapon. Forensics 
indicated that without doubt she had very recently fired the weapon. And to compound her guilt, she had escaped 
custody, and was now on the run from the authorities. But then some high-priced legal team from Hollywood had 
turned up, barely hours after her escape, and had started nosing around. Soon they had found enough ‘suspicious’ 
facts to arouse the interests of the Agency, and ZZ, Soph, Duff and the rest of the team soon found themselves in the 
middle of a genuine mystery. 

The woman Police believed to have been the perpetrator of a recent murder had been captured and was in 
custody. That in itself was nothing unusual. But then a team of very expensive private investigators had turned up 
with a number of extremely expensive lawyers. The woman’s background check revealed that her last residence, 
before having moved to Hollywood, had been a Trailer Park in Colorado. There was no way that she was financing 
those investigators or legal beagles. 

‘You look like you've just seen a ghost, son’, S'arodnap joked. ZZ was too stunned to make any reply. His 
unconscious was racing, joining dots, making connections, searching for patterns, formulating hypotheses and then 
rejecting them, before building new ones. His conscious mind was left open and empty. He tried to respond but 
couldn’t find any response. But then he consciously reigned in his shock and introduced himself in as casual and 
nonplussed a tone as he could muster under the circumstances. 

ZZ was at his wits end. For he had been warned that a big-shot movie producer from Hollywood had 
somehow become involved. He recognised the name. But he had never paid much attention to the gossip columns or 
entertainment news reports on television. So he had no face to match to the name. He had been directly contacted 
by the Agency Directorate that he was to liaise with this producer, and provide any assistance he could offer to his 
investigators and lawyers. This was the first time in his career that ZZ had had any contact with the Agency 
Directorate. This producer must really be connected to be able to pull such weight in the Agency. If the case itself 
had not yet raised ZZ’s curiosity, then this directive certainly had. 

He had simply been told that Xob S’arodnap, the fantastically successful film producer, had sent a team of 
top-flight legal counsel and investigators to help out the sister of one of his employees. A very powerful, wealthy, 
successful, and it appeared, generous, man. But it also seemed he had a ‘doppelganger’. That face. Where did he 
recognise it from? It had been S'arodnap's joke about ‘seeing a ghost’ that had triggered a chain of unconscious 
associations which only then had hit him. 

But it couldn’t be? Could it? That face. A face he had never been able to get out of his mind from the 
moment it had stared back at him from a photograph. The photograph from that ‘mock’ investigation at the 
academy, all those years ago. 

‘Heinrich Von Der Golz!'. Sure, older looking. But unmistakably their 'Henry’. 
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"This case just gets curiouser and curiouser' ZZ thought to himself. He drew Soph to his side. The excited 
way he talked infected her with excitement too. And so she followed up on his request immediately, grabbing a few 
of the team to help her complete a little investigation of their own. ZZ had said he'd wanted ‘everything and 
anything’ they could get on the past of this Hollywood producer S'arodnap. Soph could tell there was something 
going on. More than met the eye. But ZZ was not letting on. He didn’t want to bias their investigation. He wasn’t 
one hundred percent sure that this was their ‘Henry’, despite his subjective certainty. He had to be sure. 

After she hurried away, ZZ went back into the interview room, to finish his de-briefing of S'arodnap's legal 
team. They found him to be very co-operative and open, and felt it only natural to let him in on all their suspicions 
and doubts about the Sheriff and the case in general. They worked together as a team, as if this were only natural. He 
inspired their confidence with his open, friendly, honest manner. S'arodnap was quite impressed by this young man. 
The natural leadership qualities he showed when dealing with his team. For they were clearly his team, despite the 
fact that, technically, they were all of the exact same seniority. And S'arodnap could not help but notice the special 
affection, and the sexual tension, between ZZ and that gorgeous 'second-in-command' of his, Sophie. 

And so while ZZ was having background checks done on S'arodnap, he in turn was having his own done on 
ZZ. Only for different reasons. For S'arodnap had, just then, decided that he wanted this young man and his team 
working for him! He wanted new blood for A-group. In fact he wanted a /eader for A-group. A young lion. 

S'arodnap had been feeling his years more and more. He was always on the look-out for a protégé. Someone 
he might ‘pass the baton’ to. For all he knew ZZ already was part of A-group. For they often recruited from the 
intelligence agencies. Not just to have people on the inside, but because the agencies recruitment processes were 
already strict and provided a good first ‘hoop’ to have prospective candidates jump through. The agency used filters 
strict enough for anyone. They only accepted the best of the best. And that was what A-group had always done. Ever 
since the days At On. But time was running short. He might not have time to test the young man. And so he would 
have to make up his mind pretty quickly. He was determined to use this current case as a test for him and his team. If 
they passed, he was going to take a chance on them. Maybe ZZ was the protégé he had been looking for. And that 
Sophie would make the ideal consort for him, when he came into his full power. Which, if S’arodnap’s plans moved 
as quickly as he intended, would not be that far off. 

He would ensure that this young man and his ‘Sophie’ would find themselves in a secure facility on the day 
of "The Purge’. In a secure building with a central ‘resonator’. A heavy mass along the main structure that vibrated at 
a particular frequency. No human would even feel that vibration. It was very close to the natural frequency at which 
a human vibrated. Just slightly slower. But that would make all the difference on that day. Those outside would wear 
the ‘mobile resonators’. However most of the ten million or so would be inside. Or on cruise liners. They too would 
have their 'mass resonators’, and the ‘emergency drills' would ensure most would be wearing the specially prepared 
‘life preservers’. Those at the tropical island resorts would be called into the ‘shelters’ on the pretext of tsunami 
warnings and the like. 
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Chapter Thirty Three: Sister Mary needs a good man. A good hard man 


Just then one of the Sheriff's men came in mumbling something about a report that had just come in about ‘the 
Virgin Mary stealing 60 dollars of gas from Jamison's gas station’, a few miles out of town. It took a few moments for 
the Sheriff's mind to work, but without giving it any conscious deliberation his unconscious put two and two 
together. His bastard son's fetish, and the ‘escaped’ New York woman. Suddenly his face reddened and he almost 
groaned under his breath 'Dammit, can't that half-wit bastard son of mine just...’ As the others turned to see what 
the fuss was all about, he suddenly went quiet. And then he casually observed, ‘Probably just old Jamison been 
standin’ too close to those gas fumes all day. Look, you boys don't need me ‘round here. I'll go check up on it myself’. 
They were busy in conversation and paid him little heed. 

He grabbed his hat off his desk as casually as he could manage, feeling very self-conscious of the strong 
emotions that were whirling around inside his head, and which he was sure the others must have noticed. Fearful of 
discovery, he left the office as quickly as he could, but much slower than he’d wanted, overly sensitive to appearing to 
be in sort of hurry. 

But as soon as he got into his ‘cruiser’ he began cursing loudly. "That muther-huggin sun of beach fool boy. I 
set him up way out where he can't possibly be any trouble to anyone and he still somehow finds some way to get up 
my...’ 'T'll have ‘im I will’. But for now he has other business to deal with. He has to keep Jamison quiet for a while, to 
give the girl a chance to get away. The last thing he needs now is for her to get herself caught. Everything will calm 
down and those big-shots from the city will go home if there's no case to work. That's what he is counting on. If only 
Jamison will keep his big fat mouth shut’, he swears to himself loudly. 

As the Sheriff droves along Route 66, about a hundred miles up the road Julie was making good progress. 
She didn’t mind the ‘Sister’ get-up. In fact it she found it quite comfortable. And the panties that horny little fucker 
had bought felt nice and soft against her skin. In fact she was beginning to feel quite horny herself, when she 
observed a hitch-hiker not far up the road. 'It couldn't be?’ She murmured to herself, overjoyed, and feeling a distinct 
pang of lust between her legs. 'No'. "What are the odds?’ Not wanting to him to recognise her, she pulled her ‘hood’ 
up over her head, concealing most of her face. She slowed down and pulled up just in front of the young man. 

"Thankyou Sister’. He said in a genuinely grateful, friendly, but respectful tone. 'I thought I was gonna be 
stuck out here forever’. She nodded but didn’t says anything, not wanting to give herself away. She slowly pulled back 
out onto the Highway. 

'I never met a Nun before’. The man added, slightly embarrased. 'Or is it sister?’ She almost broke down 
laughing behind her hood at this. But more than this, she began feeling delightfully aroused. Adopting an innocent 
voice, like the one she had used to get this jeep, Julie asked him, making her voice sound tired, I've been driving for 
hours. Would you mind taking the wheel for a bit, so I can stretch a little?’ 

‘Sure, I'd be happy to’; he replied without hesitation. 

Julie then pulled over. She slid over to the passenger seat as he got out and climbed into the driver’s seat. She 
had a plan. In a few minutes, as they were cruising down a straight stretch of road, Julie maneuvered herself, as if by 
chance, into a position where her long robe was drawn up to her thighs, and he could get a good view of her white 
cotton pantied crotch. She waited until he noticed. She pretended to be stretching out in her sleep. 

From under her hood she could see him greedily staring at her crotch. And it got her unbelievably excited. 
She was sure he must be able to see the damp patch in the soft cotton gusset. She could certainly feel it spreading. As 
if in her sleep she then began moaning, softly, ‘Oh no. Please. Please don't pull my panties down. Oh, what are you 
doing with your cock? Oh, it feels so hot against my wet hole. Oh please, no, Oh MY GOD, Yes, FUCK ME, OH 
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FUCK, I’M COMING ' and as she moaned this she writhed her hips. He suddenly pulled the car to the side of the 
road. She acted as if she had just awoken. 

‘Sorry sister. I. I. I,' he gushed, his face red with embarrassment, his cock pushing up hard against his jeans. It 
was huge. Julie couldn't keep her eyes off it. "What's wrong dear?’ was all she cooed. 

‘Sorry, Sister, I just..Uhm...you were asleep, and...ah..' 

‘And what my dear?’ She cooed, innocent, but with as sexy an innocence as Julie could muster. "What is it 
dear?’ She then acted shocked. 'Oh my dear, look at that, your cock is just huge. I guess I'd better FUCK YOUR 
BRAINS OUT". With this she threw the hood back, and pulling up the robe, she jumped on him. 

They both fell out onto the soft sand, as she pulled at his jeans flies, then pulling his jeans down roughly just 
far enough for his massive erection to swing free. She then placed her wet mouth around the end, pulling back the 
foreskin till it sat in place, and flicking her tongue around the shiny pink-purple head. She could have sucked that 
beautiful cock for hours, but he needed it, desperately, in her now almost gaping hole. She pulled her panties aside 
with one finger and with the other guided the now rock-hard cock into her waiting wetness. He groaned loudly as he 
felt her wetness touch the head of his cock, and then as he thrust up, he felt the delicious penetration down his entire 
shaft. At this she let out a beastly moan and began fucking him. 

He whined as she moaned 'FUCK, I'M COMING. I'M COMING ' and came inside her, his hips fucking 
her uncontrollably. She then fell off him, half over him, panting. They lay there some moments, in their post 
orgasmic bliss, unaware of anything but that overpowering sensation of pleasure and well-being. When she finally 
moved, he could do no more than say "Thank you. That was the best...'. She put her finger to his lips. "Don't speak’, 
she said "This is just perfect!', and he leaned back quietly, smiling in wonder at this amazing woman. And wondering 
at it all. 

‘Sorry about all that back there?’. He finally said, as they were driving once more. "What happened?’ 'I mean, 
did they let you off?' 'How did it go?’ 'I'm really sorry’. "The Sheriff just said that there was no reason to keep me 
there, and he got one of his boys to drive me out of town. Even gave me 50 dollars to ‘help me on my way’. "You've 
gotta believe me. I had nothing at all to do with any murder’. 

She could see that he clearly had no idea at all about any sort of conspiracy. He had just been in the wrong 
place at the wrong time. And maybe the Sheriff had taken advantage of him, somehow. But how? She didn’t really 
care to think about it all. For now she was running free. And he was simply gorgeous. Just divine. All she could think 
of was fucking him again. At this thought she leaned over and said, matter-of-factly, but with a smile ‘Lets fuck again. 
O.K?'. And it continued like that the whole way to Mexico. They must have stopped five times. Five times! That was 
a record for both of them. 

‘Look’, she said. ‘I've got quite a bit of money saved up’. It's in offshore accounts. No-one will ever trace it. I 
guess you haven't got any big plans for the immediate future? He nodded his agreement. ‘What you say you be my 
guest until you get bored of me?’ ‘How ‘bout it? "What you say you and I stay down in in 'Ol Me-hic-o and have us 
some fun? 

He'd had no plans. Nowhere to go. No-one was waiting for him. And this woman was a one-off. She was at 
least ten years older than him, but wilder than any girl from high school he'd ever had. And there was something 
really special about her. Her sense of fun. Her forgiving nature. She lived for the moment. He'd never met anyone 
like her. And if she was the last woman on earth’, he thought to himself, 'I don't think I'd mind’. 

But then he added, cheekily. 'Can we keep the nuns outfit? You know. As a, you know, a ‘memento? Maybe 
once in a while take it out, you know, just for ‘old time’s sake’? Julie laughed with a girlishly, free and uninhibited 
laugh. A laugh that surprised herself. She hadn’t heard that laugh for years now. She liked the sound of it. She liked 
how it felt to be the girl laughing like that. 

‘Sure honey. And anything else you ever want, don't hesitate baby’. And so it was between them. They didn't 
miss anyone else in the world. They kept out of everyone's way. For them the world consisted of each other, and the 
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pleasures they discovered together. Their universe was one of joy, calm, and happiness. And they would not have 
noticed if the end of the world had come. 'Maybe it had’, Julie once joked to herself, 'And we haven't noticed it yet’. 
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Chapter Thirty Four: What Clarissa saw that day in the Crypt 


So what was it that Clarissa saw that day in the crypt of the church by the foot of the mighty medieval fortress city of 
Carcassonne? What could possibly have put Clarissa in such a heightened state of sexual arousal? I guess it’s only fair 
you should know. Well it was not so much the 'thing' she saw, but all the associations the thing held for her. All the 
memories that came flooding back to her, turning her blood to the sweet thick warm honey of pleasure, and calling 
her hands to release the pent-up flood-waters in her loins. Leaving her legs weak with pleasure as those waves of 
ecstasy crashed again and again against the shores of her sex. 

Oh, not to mislead. Not her own personal memories of personal experiences. No. By no means. Nothing of 
the kind. Clarissa hadn't had, personally, any of those sorts of experiences. She was the highly romantic type. She 
idealised love. She had still been, at that time, waiting for her own ‘Knight of Aton’ to relieve her of the burden of 
her maidenhead. 

It was memories of all the stories she had read. Deeply sensual and erotic stories. In her Vatican files. Vatican 
files? I see you are confused. So let me explain. The Vatican had put together many dossiers on the ‘Cathars’, those 
Knights of the Temple in Jerusalem, those ‘Knights of Aton’. Of course it had its spies out everywhere. Knowledge 
was power. Any fool knows that. And the church was well known to be ‘full’ of fools, I mean, men seeking power. 
Seeking to maintain power. Seeking to gain power. Seeking to spread their power. 

Her research had brought her to these papers. Copies of Vatican files on the Cathars. She still remembered 
the curious smile on the faces of the young archivists at the Vatican that glorious spring day. More inscrutable than 
the Mona Lisa! At least until she had read the contents of those files. Then she had suddenly realised, with a full 
blush, why those clerks had given her such strange looks. She hadn’t been quite able to place those looks. She’d not 
been able to guess at what they might be suggestive of. Now she understood. They had read them themselves. They 
knew what she was about to be exposed to. They anticipated her responses. They secretly wished they could be 
present as she read the documents that they so possessively handed over to her. 

The documents she had obtained, after so much hard work, after pulling on so many strings, using all the 
connections of her family, the connections she would otherwise never dream of exploiting. The writings in these 
documents seemed so out of place in such a place. At least to Clarissa. 

Of course anyone who had a thorough knowledge of past of the Vatican would simply give you a knowing 
smile. For the place had been host to some of the wildest festivals of carnal delight ever seen on this planet. 

The documents covered a long period of the history of the Cathars. It even contained Greek manuscripts 
purported to be copies of Ancient Egyptian scrolls and verbal histories. Histories regarding "The Knights of Aton’. 
For you see the Catholic Church's historians were ever-busy. Their resources had been unlimited. Their attention to 
detail admirable. They had had an eternity of time on their hands, and the entire resources of the Papal State. The 
Vatican was intent on knowing as much about the ‘competition’ as they could possibly glean. 

Many of the stories Clarissa now read in the portfolio were highly sensual and erotic. How then? I see you 
ask. What did these files contain then, that might excite a young woman’s sexual passions so powerfully that they 
demanded immediate satisfaction by her own hands? 

These particular dossiers contained thousands of years of ‘reports’ concerning ‘witches’ and ‘strange sexual 
practices’ and 'seductions by daemons in the form of beautiful maidens’. These seductions were described in details 
that would stir even the most frigid of imaginations. The 'seductions' took place in lonely forests. They took place in 
‘witch’s lairs'. In ‘Black’ masses and churches. It seems you couldn't turn around in a forest or take a quick drink after 
dinner without finding yourself being unbearably pleasured by beautiful naked young women, the guise the 
‘daemons' often took on for their evil purposes of seduction and fornication. 
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These dossiers were full of accounts of ‘evil’ seductions. The accounts varied in language and style, as they 
varied in ‘victim’ and location. Some accounts had been forwarded by Priests. They contained accounts of 
‘confessions’. Some from ‘faithful’ travelers. Some from the local populations. There were ‘stories’ collected in Venice 
having been published there as ‘faithful and true accounts of real life events’. Some were auto-biographical in nature, 
having been narrated by those on their death beds seeking absolution for their guilt in having ‘enjoyed’ such ‘horrid 
and demonic fornications'’, to quote one! 

There were also ‘reports’ of local women, ‘witches’, who used their evil ‘craft’ to teach women how to prevent 
unwanted pregnancies, or to simply alleviate the pains of childbirth, thus avoiding the suffering their Lord had 
intended for them, as punishment for the sins of Adam and Eve. How wicked! The bible stated clearly that women 
were to suffer on account of Adam and Eve. And here were these women attempting to deny god his satisfaction! To 
deny women their rightful punishment for the sins of Adam and Eve. To take away the pain that all women were 
heir to, as a result of being born human. 

One report was particularly vivid in its description, coming from a particularly hard-working priest who 
would sacrifice his own time and peace to ‘observe’ the young women under his care through various ingenious 
artifices (cracks in walls, key-holes and the like) to ensure that the chastity of his charges, and likewise their souls, 
might remain unencumbered. Yes, so diligent and committed. And on several occasions he was witness to the most 
horrifying of crimes. And we are not merely talking about the girls masturbating each other. No. The evil horror he 
was forced to witness by virtue of his, well, own virtue, was this. 

One morning he observed one of the young married women crushing a paste of herbs in a stone bowl. She 
then took the paste and placed it on the tip of a broom-stick. She then inserted this broom-stick between her legs. 
And the Priest could thankfully be very precise. For his ‘observation point’ had been blessed with a direct view of the 
woman as she would be during her morning ‘toilet’. And so he could state with certainty that this evil woman then 
proceeded to insert the broom handle into her vaginal opening. The meaning of this act became clear to him only 
later when discussing this serious issue with fellow priests at table. For among them were those familiar with witch- 
craft. And they explained to him the meanings of this, and much more besides. For this was the way the witches 
partook of the magical potions and diabolical concoctions that enabled them to speak to the Devil in person. The 
poor narrator of this document reminded the reader that he could only force himself to listen to the detailed 
accounts of the depravities of witches by drinking a strong draught of wine, and reminding himself that he was 
enduring such descriptions only to the greater glory of god. And thus it was that he awoke during the night with a 
large damp patch on his sheets. But God would surely understand that it was indeed the work of the devil! 

There were accounts of ‘strange devices’ often found in the ‘lairs' of women known to be ‘witches’. They were 
of smooth wood, and shaped very much like the shameful parts of a man. And these ‘dildos’ were hollow, as if meant 
to be worn ‘over’ those shameful male parts. And in the end was a small hole stopped with a small cork. And a sort of 
‘plunger’ device, which fit perfectly into this device, would usually be found with it. These devices continued to 
puzzle the good church fathers after their discovery. Now what in heaven or hell could such devices possibly mean? 
To what evil purpose had they been intended to be employed? To what nefarious ends had they perhaps already 
been used? 

Now very few of the faithful had ever been granted access to the Vatican and its spies “dossiers of such tales. 
But the meaning of these devices would at once have become clear to anyone, had they the benefit of reading the 
accounts therein described. 

Here one example should suffice. 'Not a minute after the lady of the house had left me did one comely maid 
enter upon my lodgings asking after my wellbeing, and if there was not some contrivance by which she might add to 
my pleasure? She then proceeded to remove herself from the light shift she was wearing, and to begin stroking her 
maidenhead, her thighs parted, so that my view was complete. She then came to me and took my member, which was 
swollen at the sight, from my breeches. She began to caress it with her hands. Thence in her other hand did appear 
some device which she placed over my erect member. At first I was a'frightened, but I had but little control of my 
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own actions by this time, as she continued her ministrations. She spoke such words and did employ her fingers in 
such a way that soon I was relieved of the pressure in my loins to a great effluvium of liquid. At this she took the 
device, placed a cork in one end, and some other parts in the other, and left the room quickly. 

In this way one particularly beautiful, healthy, vital young man had been 'relieved' of his burden. One more 
successful ‘harvest’ by the beautiful young woman. Her ‘den mothers’ would be very pleased. For this young man was 
quite perfect a specimen. And they would no doubt consider a further 'visit' to this man. To laughter and giggles the 
young man attended to his dinner down in the hall. He could not fail to note the uncommon number of 
uncommonly lovely, desirable women and maidens at table that night. 

And when he drunk deeply of the draught offered him, he only vaguely noted that there were no other men 
at table, apart from a few 'Knights Templar’ against the entrance tables. When he came to his senses, it was softly and 
gently. He would then find himself in the situation of many a traveler before him. They might be lodgers of some 
welcoming Inn, or simply poor but well-formed young men who had been walking lonely upon an isolated path. 

The witches would come upon some lonely traveler and offer him some wine to refresh him. He would then 
feel drowsy. When he awoke, he would often-times find himself in some room. Often what appeared to all purposes 
to be some sort of ‘Church’. He would be laying on a firm but comfortable surface. His arms and legs tied at the four 
corners of the 'bed'. Thus he formed that famous ‘star’ that Da Vinci has since immortalised. Thus restrained, young 
girls were free to ‘clean’ him with warm perfumed water. The rooms were usually warm and lit by the dancing flames 
of a fire, and candles. The young girls would take every liberty with him, daring even to clean his ‘shameful parts' 
with great precision and industry. And to his own shame he usually reported responding to the female touch in a 
very manly way. 

Then a group of beautiful young maidens and young women would enter, singing cheerfully, and leading 
another young woman or maiden towards the prostrate man. The bed was raised off the ground to just about the 
height of a woman’s ‘shameful’ parts. The women would then replace the young girls who had cleaned the man. 
They would stroke and massage him gently, all over his body. They would massage his scalp and his feet. They would 
now and then gently and lightly caress his shameful parts, in the most shameful ways! And as his manhood arose to 
its full flame, the young woman or maiden they had led into the room would mount the man, while several other 
hands gently guided his manhood towards her flared, wet, open maidenhead. She would then sink down upon it, and 
ride him like the very carnal beast she was, until he was spent. 

This shameful horror would be repeated up to three more times. Each time with a different maiden or 
woman. Each time the victim would be given a sweet refreshing wine to revive him. Each time the man would have 
no power to control his shameful responses. And then, falling into a deep sleep, he would have the most shameful 
dreams. 

Upon waking he would find himself completely clothed and resting by the side of the very same road where 
hours before he had been offered the wine. Or he might awake in his own lodgings in the Inn. And he dared not say 
if he had dreamed the whole thing. Except that he felt clean and smelled gorgeously. And his shameful parts felt a 
little sore. He would feel utterly relaxed and free from any anxiety or worry. And thus he would be unsure of 
whether and to whom he might one day tell of his experiences. 

Such tales as these abounded in the Vatican dossiers on ‘Known seductions by evil Daemons in the forms of 
beautiful young women’. 

Oh, yes, to clarify. The women, the ‘Sisters’ of the order of "The Knights At On’, at the time ‘Knights 
Templar’, would masturbate selected male specimens into a sort of hollow dildo. They would cap the end before he 
ejaculated, and place a plunger in the back end. This semen would then be inserted into the appropriate female 
specimen. The hole at the end was small, so that the hydraulic effect of the piston's insertion into the dildo provided 
pressure enough for the semen to be ‘ejaculated’ under pressure deep inside the recipients vagina. It would be gently 
inserted while other girls masturbated the recipient to orgasm, licking and biting her nipples, rubbing the hood of 
her clitoris, and caressing her entire body. Girls would lick her behind the ears, and on her neck. They would kiss her 
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behind her knees. And as she erupted in a complete body orgasm another 'sister' would press the plunger sending the 
stream of semen under pressure towards its goal. 

It was in these ways that the most beautiful, healthy, vital, intelligent, and talented men of the era came to 
father children with the most beautiful, healthy, vital, intelligent, and talented females. Many of these 'men' were 
mere youths who showed extraordinary potential. They might die young, and so the ‘sisters’ of "The Knights Aton’ 
were keen to ‘harvest’ as often and early as possible. In any event the younger the youth, the less problems they had 
with ‘seducing’ him. 

But they equally sought the 'seed' of the most powerful and successful older men. Men whose attainments 
were admirable and rare. Artists. Diplomats. Courtesans. Musicians. Soldiers. Artisans. And simply glorious 
specimens of man-hood. 

The ‘Sisters of Aton’, as the females of the order were known among themselves, mingled easily with the rich, 
powerful, and masterful. They were ladies in waiting of the princesses and queens. They offered their ‘services’ to all 
women who sought it out. Women would come to them who did zot wish to conceive to their current husbands. 
Women who were poor and could not offer their children enough, and wished to become infertile, would find their 
way to the ‘Sisters’, having been ensured of their empathy for women in such a situation, and being able to, and 
willing to, offer them remedies. 

Often they were women whose husbands could not satisfy their wive’s sexual needs. They were offered 
potions, and where all else failed, ‘satisfaction’ with one of "The Knights of Aton,’ or another generous lover from 
among their ‘recruits’. 

There were also women who feared being labeled ‘barren’ on their husband's account. These women would 
seek out 'mates' of close enough physical appearance to their husbands that he could imagine himself the father. In 
these cases the ‘Sisters of Aton’ would arrange ‘couplings’ with ‘Knights of Aton’, or ‘harvest’ a male appropriate to 
the woman's needs, and then ‘plant’ this 'seed' within her. Her husband could then proudly display the ‘proof of his 
manhood to his friends. If he had any doubts about the paternity, he would certainly repress and deny them. He 
would not want to believe that the child was anyone's but his own. And as the children proved invariably to be more 
beautiful, capable, and healthy than was generally to be anticipated based on the husband’s own expressed qualities, 
the fathers rejoiced as much as the mothers in this adorable ‘gift’ that they had been sent. 

In this way "The Knights Aton’ continued the eugenics program started back in Ancient Egypt. Over the 
years the beauty, talent, and creativity of the offspring of this program were guaranteed entry into the highest 
positions of authority, government, trade, and diplomacy. They were to be found in all the royal courts of every 
nation, whether Christian, Buddhist, Hindu, or Islamic. They were active in the politics of every nation at the 
highest levels. They lived among the most powerful and wealthy. 

However they avoided ever holding offices or exerting too much influence. For they feared the possible 
consequences of drawing too much attention to themselves. And so they would live simply, according to the custom 
and style of their age. Modestly so as to make no distinction between them and those they secretly ‘ruled’. For true 
power must remain unobtrusive. True power is best exercised without anyone realising you are exercising it. 

They also considered it wise to appear friend to all, rather than to take sides. Or if they were forced to take 
sides, then they took considerable pains to appear completely loyal to those they had been forced to pretend to 
‘serve’. They would often deliberately lose games, and incur losses, to those they wished to influence. They ensured 
that at all times it would appear that they were serving the interests of whomever it was they were using as ends to 
their own means. 

They always appeared loyal, devoted servants who had no interests other than to be of service to their clients, 
their patrons, their Kings and Queens. This is the way in which they were guaranteed to earn their trust. They often 
made large short term sacrifices to ensure their longer term success. They could afford to incur great losses, in order 
to get their targets completely in their debt. Only they would they make any demands. They always had their eyes on 
the bigger picture. No matter how seductive the idea of sudden revolution appeared to them, they always kept before 
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their mind’s eyes the lessons of Akhenaton. He acted too soon. And was destroyed. It was only through centuries of 
slow, hard, painstaking effort and sacrifice that the Knights of Aton had regained a position of power in the world. A 
position from which one day they could launch their New World Order. 

In the mean-time the Atenists of every age enjoyed everything life had to offer them. Of course always in 
moderation. They participated in the ‘rites’ of the order. They led satisfying and rewarding lives. They took 
advantages of the opportunities for joyous celebration that came their way. 

They felt that power was always just within their reach. Thus they never felt desperation. They never felt a 
need to push too hard or proceed at too fast a pace. A pace that might risk detection. 

Each member knew that their order could, if it wished, simply one day announce that it was now in power. 
It could seek to impose its will. It certainly had the power. However the time was not right. Not yet. The time would 
come, make no mistake. This was certain. So none of the Knights of Aton, none of A-group, ever felt the need for 
impatience or nervousness. Their lives were full and complete. They would wait until one of their next lives for the 
full implementation of their Eden Protocols if need be. They were certain of victory. One day they would all return 
to their ‘City of the Sun’. 

You had no doubts you would succeed, some day. It was even possible that you would get your orders 
tomorrow, and begin the full and open realisation of "The Eden Protocols’. And what a glorious day it will be! 

But what exactly was it that Clarissa saw that day? It was a relief mural, with a man in that famous pose of 
Da Vinci. Only he was laid out on a narrow bed, his arms and legs tied to the corners. And in his lap was a massive 
erection. He was surrounded by ‘Sisters’ caressing and exciting him, as another woman made to ‘mount him. 

It was proof of the stories her Grandmother had told her. When she had asked her mother, she had just 
smiled like the Mona Lisa. Her mother had, years ago, read the Vatican documents describing these acts. 

However the Vatican officials themselves had never taken the accounts seriously. Officially, that is. Officially 
they had ascribed them to the over-sexed imaginations of young men and celibate priests. No, in their own bitter 
experience, beautiful young women would only grant you access to their favor in return for some reciprocal favor or 
service. For example their father's might be seeking some political office or ‘patent’ for some business venture. Or 
their family might be in financial need. Or the girl might take a fancy to some small gem in your Church’s 
possession. No. The very notion that beautiful young women would ‘give it away'? No that, in their disappointing 
experience was just ludicrous. All the experiences of every priest and Vatican official made a mockery of such a 
notion. 

And then there was the other matter in favor of such reports being ‘dismissed’ as ‘wet dreams' and ‘wishful 
thinking’. For you should hardly be surprised to find, among the most senior of the Vatican archivists, many a loyal 
‘Knight of Aton’. How could such an organisation have failed to seek to, and succeed in, infiltrating as powerful an 
institution as the Catholic Church? 

The Vatican had of course investigated the ‘witches’, and it had in due course had many thousands cruelly 
tortured and executed for offering comfort to women as 'mid-wives' (for their god had intended childbirth to be 
painful, as punishment for that original sin!), and for facilitating their crude but effective contraceptive methods. 
(For had not god, in the Old Testament, clearly stated that his greatest desire was for humans to reproduce and 
multiply so that there would be more of them to suffer his cruel punishments for Adam and Eve’s failure to submit 
completely to his arbitrary will?). 

The loyal Atenists dared do no more than warn the order of the pending Church ‘inquisitions' and 
‘pogroms’. The Knights of Aton ensured that the word was spread throughout the world to be especially careful of 
discovery. They debated whether or not to intercede using force. However they accepted their orders when they 
were given them, to keep a low profile, and to do nothing to draw attention to themselves. 

The Vatican had applied its brightest minds to explain the mystery of the tales that had been collected. The 
Vatican was sure that some sort of truth lay behind the tales. They were too widespread and consistent in their basic 
narratives. After careful examination of the stories their ‘researchers’ had come for form some generalized 
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conclusions about what the stories might actually mean. They had come to some sort of agreement as to the truth 
that might be contained in the stories. 

It appeared that pretty young women would masturbate young men and collect their semen. They would 
then use hollowed out wooden didoes with plungers to insert the semen in fertile young women carefully chosen and 
matched to the ‘donor. Someone was carrying out a widespread eugenics program. To what end though? The 
Vatican would dearly have loved to have invested its full resources into following up on the conclusions of their 
young researchers. However historical events overtook them. The election of a new Pope who had no interest in the 
Vatican dealing with such sordid details. The new Pope had ordered that the researchers quit their current posts and 
had the research documents sealed up and filed away. That was basically the end of that. Until centuries later when a 
more liberal Pope had allowed some keen young Vatican scholars access to the entire, at that point ‘sealed off, 
archives of the Vatican. 

What Clarissa would never have guessed at was that the events she had been reading about had continued to 
this present day. They were continuing at this very moment. They had continued throughout the ages. Despite the 
Catholic Church’s demonisation of its enemies. Despite the persecution of witches. Right up to the present day in 
fact. Only the locations had changed. The techniques a little updated in line with technological advances. 

Today very attractive young women would seduce the men they had been so assigned to seduce. The women 
would quickly retire to the bathroom after sex and empty condoms into special containers. Or they would take said 
semen into their mouths after oral sex, and... Well no need to explain this there. These ‘harvestings' were often done 
at any of the luxury resorts, hotels, cruise-liners and so on that S'arodnap, and the A-group, had come to own. 
Alternatively desirable 'specimens' were seduced at the usual places, taken back to the girl’s or woman’s apartment, 
and ‘harvested’ as already described. In this way A-group had collected the true 'gold' of their new banking empire. 
The sperm-banks! 

This was all a continuation of the eugenics program “The Priests at On’ had begun millennia earlier. The 
program had been continued by "The Knights At On', whom history commonly refers to as ‘Cathars’, and even "The 
Knights Hospitaler'. Of course the international banking operations they were famous for involved gold. But their 
real treasure was genetic. 

They would set up ‘shop’ in a city or town, and immediately send out scouts to find the healthiest, most 
beautiful, intelligent, and talented young men and women in the region. They would then slowly seek, through 
business and diplomatic ‘angles’ to bring these people under their influence. Where this failed, they would simply 
arrange one of the 'seductions' and ‘harvests’ described in those Vatican Dossiers. 
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Chapter Thirty Five: WOW 


When Clarissa finally came to describe what she had learned about the Knights of Aton, her voice was so softly, 
sweetly, playful, so innocently feminine, so charming, and above all so sexy, that S'arodnap became completely lost in 
her narration. He could see and feel and hear and smell everything as if he was there himself, at that very moment. As 
if? It was more as if he were recollecting personal memories than merely listening to Clarissa describe second- hand 
and third-and accounts. 

‘You see all those stories about ‘temple prostitutes’ really referred to the eugenics program of the Atenic 
orders. The Order had spread from Ancient Egypt out along all the cities of the Mediterranean, and then along with 
the Vikings back north, and into Russia, and down into Asia, India, and Turkey, and with the Mores in Spain back 
to the Arab lands, and across into Northern Africa. You can read references to them in the Old Testament. The 
prettiest girls, as young as 13, would be ‘recruited’ as temple maidens. They would learn all the Atenic creed, in the 
various forms it had been given. Depending on the land and culture, they would become 'Vestal Virgins' or devotees 
of whatever god or goddess was worshiped at that time and place. 

As they devoted their sex acts to their patron god, they were considered ‘innocent’, and ‘pure’. They offered 
up the proceeds of their sexual services to the priests, as offerings to the gods. This was known by all. The rich and 
powerful thus became great frequenters of the temples and the people thus could not fail to observe their great 
‘piety’! The girls were treated with great respect. And the children that came from these encounters were loved and 
cared for by whatever version of "The Sisters of Aton’ was current in that age and place. The most beautiful, healthy, 
and able were recruited into the order to serve as Knights of Aton, and Sisters of Aton. The rest were given 
employments about the temples. None were neglected. And thus no harm was ever suffered by any for having been 
born to the "Wives of the Temple’ or ‘Brides of the God’. In fact these children were among the luckiest of their 
times. They enjoyed lives that few other people could ever have dreamed of. 

‘Scouts’ waited at the city gates each day to identify particularly beautiful specimens of manhood, and also 
for new female ‘recruits’. These men and girls would be lured to the temple, and the businesses and organisations of 
the Atenic orders, each one embedded within its local mille au and adapted to the contemporaneous order of things. 
The most attractive, healthy, talented, and promising of young men would be seduced, and their ‘seed’ ‘harvested’. 
Some would show gifts of insight and intelligence that warranted offering them ‘secular’ employments which would 
give the order a chance to fully observe them. If they passed the various character tests and ethical behavioral 
requirements, they would gradually become initiated into the orders. The same held for the women that were 
recruited, initially for their physical beauty. 

Clarissa explained all of this to S'arodnap, who clearly comprehended everything instantly and without any 
need for clarification. It was as if her words gave him access to a holistic picture. The entire picture formed in his 
mind almost immediately, and only became more and more detailed as she added detail after detail. It all made 
perfect sense to him. He could see the genius of it all. And it must be said that something particularly attractive and 
sexual in the tone of Clarissa's voice, the musical cadences, the soft, sweet, gentle, playful animation of it, had kept 
him enthralled the entire time she was speaking. 

‘And the other day. In the crypt? Clarissa responded to this question of S’arodnap’s by pulling out her 
laptop and opening up a file. It was her collage of the relief on the wall. She showed it to S'arodnap. He pretended to 
be surprised. For he had, in his mobile office, produced a three-dimensional model of the relief already. Only he had 
then only been able to make educated guesses, and speculative interpretations of what he had seen. At least at first. 
And then in a flash of inspiration he had realised exactly what it was that he was looking at. 
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S'arodnap took a close look at Clarissa’s photo collage. It was quite simple and crude in comparison to the 3- 
D hologram he had been able to view on his own laptop. He pretended to suddenly realise the connections between 
what Clarissa had just been telling him and the collage with the relief that she was just now showing him. He paused, 
as if putting pieces of the information together in his head, to form a ‘big picture’. He lifted his eyes to produce the 
‘accessing cues’ that would suggest he was ‘imagining’ something, and moved them to the other side to suggest he was 
‘thinking’, and then he manipulated his posture and facial gestures to suggest he had just ‘put two and two together’ 
just then. And so he gave the impression of someone who had just been confronted with all this at that very 
moment. 

Clarissa waited for his mind to complete the process, in a breathless state of excitement that was literally 
sexual. The excitement in her body and her almost absent breathing turned her blood to warm honey, as her clitoris 
suddenly focused her attention on her crotch. Her legs went weak and ... Suddenly she was awoken from this 
internal voyage by S'arodnap's exclamation. "Yes. I see it. WOW". 

And with this Clarissa gave him a satisfied smile, though a little deflated at the absence of a climax to her 
arousal! She looked at the wall, then at him. She didn't know what to do next. 

S'arodnap was then a little impatient. He was waiting for more. For he knew there was more. He had seen it 
in his computer enhanced graphics. In the background of the scene with the prostrate, excited man, was a mural of 
what appeared to be "The tree of life’, and on a table was a dragon which seemed to hold a house in its grip. He had 
had his assistants in several cities run all sorts of computer programs on the images, trying to get a match. He'd had 
cryptographers hired to seek out all word associations from every language, including the local dialect of 'Languedoc' 
in its many permutations over the centuries. He had placed a massive amount of resources at the disposal of these 
researchers. They were at liberty to draw on a ‘blank check’ to outsource any of their work to anyone they thought 
might be able to shed some lights on the reliefs. 

S'arodnap saw that no more information was going to be forthcoming from Clarissa, and so he adapted a 
new strategy. He looked at the rough montage and made as if to be curious about certain things in it. Clarissa leaned 
in closer to him, and the screen. In her face you could see that she was savoring his scent. Her eyes wanted to look at 
him. But she kept her attention on the screen. But the smell of him. She was enthralled by his scent. She could not 
get enough of it. She quickly let her gaze travel down to his crotch. She caught her own wandering eyes, fearing she 
might give herself away, and quickly returned her gaze to the screen, trying to appear calm and professional. 

S'arodnap suddenly ejaculated ‘Look. There. Clarissa gave a guilty start. What? Where? It took her several 
moments for her mind to recall what she was actually doing here. She saw the collage before her. ‘Here, look’, 
S'arodnap offered, pointing at something on the screen. 'Can you enlarge that bit?’ Clarissa focused all her 
concentration on the task. "Yes, I think so’, she replied, finding the ‘enlarge’ icon and working the photo. ‘Look. 
What's that?’ S'arodnap asked in as excited a voice as he could form. He recalled the original excitement he had felt 
upon making the discovery for the first time in his office, and did his best to emulate it, to bring it into this current 
act of his, to get just the right tone required. 

Clarissa studied the enlarged section of the photo. Then suddenly, in a rush of excitement she exclaimed. ‘It's 
a dragon, holding a house’. To S'arodnap's satisfaction she then enlarged the entire collage, and began inspecting it 
closer. S'arodnap waited patiently for the next ‘discovery’ that Clarissa was certain to make. And she didn't 
disappoint him. He watched her stunningly beautiful face as its features reflected her thoughts and concentration. 
She looked up once and smiled at him, as if uncertain of something. She then went back to her concentrated study of 
the screen. For in a few minutes S’arodnap tried to be as patient as he could be. He had to control himself. For he 
was in no way patient by nature! 

Then suddenly Clarissa exclaimed, in her excited school-girlish voice...'And look. On the wall. Isn't that the 
"Tree of Life’? Once more S'arodnap had to feign ignorance and surprise. 'Where?’. He used the opportunity to lean 
in closer to her. To smell her. She smelled of warmth and sunshine and softness and, well, she smelled like ‘home’. 
Her scent rose off her now close body warm and fragrant. He could see her, from the periphery of his vision, staring 
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at him as he looked at the photo. He longed desperately to turn to those warm red lips and to kiss her. To taste her 
mouth. To... 

But her sudden words startled him from his reverie. 'See there. Isn't that the Tree of life there in the 
background? And do you know what all this means? Do you see? S'arodnap had had hundreds of experts at work on 
this for days now. He was thoroughly impressed that Clarissa had understood so quickly. He could hardly keep the 
admiration out of his voice. It was hoarse and almost broke into a high pitch when he replied What?’ 

‘It's Gaudi. You see. In Barcelona? His ‘Dragon’ house and the white enamel "Tree of Life’ on the wall of his 
Cathedral. The Cathedrale La Segrada De Familia. The one they're still finishing.’ 

S'arodnap made as if this was all new to him, and asked her to explain. She quickly searched the web and 
showed him pictures of the buildings. First Gaudi’s marvelous “‘Dragon-house’, the Cathedral, and photos of Gaudi 
himself, the Architect and designer. It was then that she fell back, her arms outstretched, almost knocking the laptop 
from the table, and bumping S'arodnap a little. 

"That's it’. She exclaimed. That's it. The stones. The quarry. The... 

S'arodnap gave her a questioning look that required no acting at all on his part. For it was genuine. "The 
what?’ 

"The stones. Oh you see it's been puzzling me for years now. The stones of the Church. They didn't come 
from the local quarries, you know? And why? Why? I have always wondered. And you know, also, one of the towers 
of the walls around the medieval city up there, the castle fortifications of Carcassonne! The same stones. But not 
quarried from the local quarry. But definitely the same stones. From the same quarry. But where? You see we can 
definitely say they came from the same place due to the composition of the stone and other characteristics. Its basic 
anthropology and geology. But all we can say is they came from the same place. The same quarry. But why carry 
stones from another quarry. You see there is only one quarry within 40 kilometers of Carcassonne. It is 38 
kilometers from here, to be exact. And in those times that was a vast distance. You can imagine! So why go to that 
extra cost and effort? 

I mean, few people would ever notice. It's not an obvious thing. I bet no-one has ever noticed. But you see I 
know this place as intimately as...’ At the word ‘intimately’ she almost blushed, and had to control herself, looking 
away as if something had caught her attention. S'arodnap looked in the same direction to see what she was looking 
at, but there was nothing. She then turned back to him. ‘Maybe it's nothing. But still. It is a curious nothing, don't 
you think?’ 

Then she turned to him, almost apologetically. “Oh. I forgot the most important bit of all this. You couldn't 
be expected to know. I'm sorry. It's unfair of me. I should have told you this other thing first. Then you might see 
why this is so exciting for me.’ 

S’arodnap could see that she was recalling some past memory, in all the accessing cues she was giving of. ‘It's 
this old riddle my grandmother used to tell me. She said if I solved it I would find a treasure in gold and jewels 
greater than anyone in history had ever beheld. And it went like this’ 

‘Seek between the rooms of the house of the dragon 

Built by one 

Whom the Saxons name such fun 

Behind his family Church 

Thrives the tree of life 

Find the quarry whence the rock was hewn 

As the third tower of the Second ring 

Built to ward off strife 

From any enemy who might come 

There will the seeker find the true treasure 


Of the City of The Sun’ 
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‘And of course I'd always thought it referred to my city, Carcassonne. It wasn't until you told me about 
Akhenaton's 'City of the Sun’, that the whole riddle sort of seemed to make more sense. You mentioned that 
Akhenaton sent off two ‘Arks' with detailed plans for the re-building of his ‘City of the Sun’, and all his 
philosophical texts, and those of “The Priests at On’, that time in the Cafe. But at the time I didn't see any 
connection’, 

She paused to check that he was keeping up with her. Of course he was. So she continued. ‘But now I think I 
see one. You see Gaudi, the architect, collected antique scrolls and manuscripts. I know because when I was a 
University student in Barcelona, I saw them. Only at the time I made nothing much of them. Just some Ancient 
Egyptian glyph fragments, and Ancient Greek scrolls which another student said were transcriptions. But you see I 
never studied Greek, or Egyptian Glyphs. You know, most people call them 'Heiro-glyphs'. They were iconic ciphers 
scored into clay tablets, or marked with inks on Papyrus’. 

‘All I remember is that these students became engaged in some heated arguments about Moses. You see 
several of them were fundamentalist Jews from Israel. And they were laughing at the other student. But I got the 
idea they were trying to make out that he was ridiculous, but that they actually felt quite on the defensive. As if they 
had really felt that the joke was on them, and were trying to cover up their embarrassment. To cover up the 
inadequacy, the untenability of their own position. Their own arguments. It was like their laughter wasn't genuine. It 
was forced. The gist of the argument was something about the Ark of the Covenant they talk about in the Old 
Testament. But at the time I couldn't make any sense of it at all and so I didn't really pay attention. But that day in 
the Cafe. When you told me all about Akhenaton. It seemed just an interesting co-incidence at the time. But now I 
think it’s not a coincidence at all. 
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Chapter Thirty Six: Barcelona 


Isn't this city just gorgeous? Clarissa called out to S'arodnap from across the street, as excited as any school-girl on 
her first trip to Europe. Oh I just can't wait to show you around this city. I love this place. It is my second home. 
Park Gaudi. His Cathedrale 'La Segrada de Familia’. His ‘Dragon’ house. And the medieval quarter with its Gothic 
overpasses and the Church with the fountain in it. Oh and the modern sculpture with the car parts. And the food. 
Yum! And... 'S'arodnap was next to her by then, having given orders to his driver and other assistants who now, on 
the other side of the road, smiled and waved at them both. They returned their friendly greetings and headed off 
down the wide boulevards of Barcelona. 

Clarissa suddenly stopped and swerved off to the left. Look! She cried. You just have to have a drink from a 
street bubbler here. The water is just so fresh and cold and sweet. You won't believe it! At this she took a drink from 
the cast-iron bubbler in the street. She playfully pulled him over to it, as excited as a school-girl. ‘Drink. Drink. You'll 
love it. I swear. This is one of the greatest cities in the world. Where else will you get this? At this S'arodnap 
complied with her command, a little hesitant and uncertain at first, but then with great pleasure. The water truly 
was sweet, cold, and lovely. So refreshing. And to think, right in the middle of a city street. He wondered at the 
source of the water. It was certainly as pure as any spring up in the mountains. Did it still flow under the city? Had 
they built the city over it? 

‘Don't drink it all’ came the playful voice of Clarissa from his side. Leave some for me!’ At that she pushed 
him aside as if he was a little boy in a school playground and took another drink’. The smile that then crept across 
S'arodnap's face lent it a sort of holy, beatific loveliness. Clarissa was stunned by the transformation. She had seen his 
wary, boyish grin, but not once before had she seen his face so lit up with joy. Probably S'arodnap would not have 
recognised himself, had he casually observed his reflection in one of the shop-front windows. For he was not in the 
habit of looking at mirrors. Too often the image staring back had scared him. And so he was quite unaware of the 
new smile. In fact for some time he was quite unconscious of himself. That is to say, not at all self-conscious. And 
that was so unlike S'arodnap. He relished the freedom of the new mood that had fallen upon him. He was glad of it. 
He couldn’t recall the last time he had felt so free. So, well, happy. 

S'arodnap only became aware of the usual tension in his body, his neck, his face, his scalp, by this sudden 
joyful freedom from it. He pulled the muscles in his face, neck, and scalp tight, and felt nothing. No pressure. Not 
even the suggestion of a potential migraine. Nothing. He couldn't remember the last time he'd turned his head 
without his neck ‘clicking’. The last time he'd focused his eyes without any pain at all. The last time he felt so 
relaxed! Had he ever felt so relaxed? He then looked at Clarissa, who was running from shop to shop, making 
imaginary ‘orders’ for this pastry, for that bread, for that coffee, for those boots, for that guitar. He felt a strange, oh 
so welcome, peace and tranquility that he was sure he had never known before. Not even as a child. Especially not as 
a child! 

If there was anything he had to offer her, anything at all he had that she might possible want, which might 
possibly add to her happiness, or provide the slightest of assistance to her, he wanted to give it to her. He wanted the 
privilege of being the man who gave it to her. Anything. Ifhe had it. She just had to ask. Or even just to intimate that 
she wanted it. She was of more value to him than all his possessions combined. All his success. All his status. 
Everything. He would lay it all at her feet just for the pleasure of being allowed to give it to her. Just for the privilege 
of adding to her joy of life. Oh what a privilege it would be! Then he remembered. She was an heiress to a fortune. 
She wanted for nothing. She could have anything that money could buy. But she didn't really care about it. She loved 
life. She loved the simple things. Here she had just been so excited about drinking from a public water fountain, 
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when she could have been drinking the world’s most expensive champagne. What a girl! What could he possibly 
offer such a girl? 

Almost as if in answer to this question she came running back to him, grabbing him by the arm, putting her 
arm in his, and almost dragging him up to a shop-front. ‘Look’, she exclaimed. They have that almond nougat. Please, 
oh please, can you buy me some? I just have to have some. It’s just DIVINE.’ And with that she literally bodily 
dragged him into the shop, her arm in his. She thought she was dragging him into a shop. He felt as if she were 
dragging him up to heaven. 
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Chapter Thirty Seven: In "The house of the Dragon’ 


‘Seek between the rooms of the house of the dragon 

Built by one Whom the Saxons name such fun ' 

‘You see, the Saxons, who we'd call ‘Germans’, have this term for Fun. They say ‘Gaudi’. Some of the 
Germans in my Archeology course in Barcelona once commented on the name of Barcelona's most famous architect. 
You see it is Gaudi’. And anyone who is familiar with his work, or even just with Barcelona, will know about his 
famous ‘Dragon’ house. 

Clarissa said all this just as the famous ‘Dragon’ itself appeared before S'arodnap's eyes. Like a vision. It 
literally materialised out of a lot of details which, on their own, appeared inconspicuous, but when taken together, as 
a whole, suddenly revealed a living, breathing dragon before your eyes. A dragon clutching at the houses beneath it, 
jealously guarding its treasure. As dragons are generally known to do. It is what dragons did. Anyone who knew 
anything at all about dragons knew that. That is in the nature of dragons. 

As they walked towards it, the dragon’s magical powers were undeniable. For at one moment the dragon 
would disappear into the rooftops, and you could swear there was nothing there but the ordinary dark-shingled roofs 
of ordinary buildings in an ordinary city street. But then you'd turn your head slightly, or change your relation to the 
building in some small way, and the Dragon's magic would, for a moment, weaken, and it would be there once more, 
clear as daylight. But then it would re-assert its magic, as you continued moving towards it, and you'd be hard pressed 
to believe that you ever seen a dragon there. You doubted your own eyes, again and again. And then you’d be 
standing there, staring at ordinary looking rooftops, and once more the dragon would appear, as if from nowhere. As 
if by magic. And then it would just disappear again. 

When you finally made your way into the ordinary buildings, for from the street they were quite 
conventional, ( a trick of the dragon's sorcery to keep away adventurers bent on stealing its treasure) you observed 
details that were far from ordinary. For instance no stairs. Instead a ramp curved around and around between the 
floors. And so you climbed up between the floors like a dragon in flight. 

‘Isn't it simply wonderful?’ Clarissa sighed. S'arodnap thought she was wonderful. And anything that 
brought out that exuberant excited thrill in her must be wonderful too. 

At this moment a tour of the building was just finishing, and the tour guide came straight over to Clarissa, 
kissing her on both cheeks in that European way as they both embraced, like childhood friends. ‘Pilar, this is 
S'arodnap, the famous writer and film producer’. S'arodnap felt proud for the first time of his accomplishments, at 
seeing the effect they had on Clarissa. For once those accomplishments actually meant something to him. 'S'arodnap, 
this is Pilar, a dear friend of mine’. 'She has agreed to give us a private tour’. 

Pilar gave S'arodnap a very inquisitive look that bordered on an impolite stare. Then she looked at Clarissa, 
with a questioning smile on her face. They exchanged some glances whose meanings were playfully secretive and 
eluded S'arodnap. But he felt somehow welcomed by them. As if in this secret exchange he was being accepted, and 
approved of. It was as if Clarissa was, without any word, clarifying their relationship, and securing the trust of her 
friend for the newcomer. It was as if she had said a million things. All the most significant things a person could say 
about another, and their relation to them. And all in a few smiles, nods, questioning looks, and genuinely mirthful 
laughter. 

Pilar led them up the spiral path, up into the higher reaches of the building, towards the dragon. Clarissa had 
already explained to her the purpose of their visit days before. Pilar had wanted to surprise Clarissa, and so she had 
not said a word about her ‘solution’ to the first part of the riddle. It was a solution few people in history would ever 
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have been able to solve. For the word-play would only have caught your attention had you been there that day they 
had finally fixed that 'sqeaky' floor board. 

That floorboard had only begun squeaking as, according to the terms of Gaudi's will, a particular sculpture 
was removed to its new owners. And then, if Pilar's own mother had not been there to see it, probably the work-men 
would have simply scrubbed out the word that they had discovered there, painted in white on a red background. The 
world 'so'. At first the mother had thought it was some sort of Dadaistic artwork. Maybe some sort of joke of 
Gaudi's. So she took care to photograph it. And being a trained Archaeologist she gave the 'so' the full treatment, 
laying out a measuring ruler next to it, and then taking various photos and drawings which would locate it in the 
room, and give it an accurate sense of scale and context. 

And 'so' Pilar was really happy and excited to be able to show Clarissa what she had discovered. Only Pilar 
was sad that she couldn't do more. She explained how if they had had access to one of the new sonar imagining 
devices that the Germans had recently developed she would be able to see if anything lay below the spot where the 
'so' had once stood. She regretted that she would hardly be able to expect to get permission to...’ 

At this S'arodnap interrupted. ‘Imaging technology you say? Look. If I call a friend right now, can you 
explain to him exactly what it is that you want? Pilar looked at Clarissa, who smiled, and then, smiling, turned to 
S'arodnap. ‘Sure, she said. A little overwhelmed and off balance. But encouraged by Clarissa who took her arm in her 
own, resting her head on her shoulder affectionately, and tightly embracing her fingers in her own. 

At this S'arodnap walked a few meters away from the pair, who were looking at each other smiling, laughing, 
and enjoying their time together, and the thrill of this little adventure, to make a few phone calls. He talked in a low, 
friendly voice. He then put the phone in his pocket, turning to the pair who were giggling like school-girls. "He's 
going to get someone to call back in a minute’. 

‘Look’, Clarissa almost cooed to Pilar. "Why don't you show S'arodnap around the rest of the building while 
we are waiting?’ Pilar suspected some ulterior motive in her friend. She knew her well enough to read her. 'Of course, 
I would be delighted to’, and giving S'arodnap no chance to reply, as she figured Clarissa had something in mind, and 
didn't want to spoil her plans, she lead S'arodnap around the building. 

Her suspicions were piqued when Clarissa would follow, at a small distance, smiling, almost breaking out in 
cheerful laughter each time she made eye contact with Pilar. Pilar at once realised that Clarissa wanted a chance to 
look at her new man from a slight distance. To see how he interacted with other people. Other people she loved. 
And clearly whatever she was looking for in this man S’arodnap, well, she had found, for she was clearly, as far as 
Pilar could plainly see, exuberant with joy. 

In about 10 minutes S'arodnap's phone rang. He answered, and politely gave the phone to Pilar, indicating 
that it was the call they had been waiting for. Pilar described some technical apparatus to the caller. She smiled a few 
times in surprise, adding ‘Really? Pilar exclaimed in an excited voice. Yes, Yes of course, if you can really bring us one 
of those. She paused to let the speaker continue. 'Oh that would be fabulous’. 'Oh thank you so much’. She then 
handed the phone back to S'arodnap, and quickly turned to Clarissa. "They say they are going to send us a...’ But 
S'arodnap didn't catch the technical terms and description Pilar gave Clarissa. Clarissa, however, did clearly 
understand. And they shared another very animated, excited little exchange about it before including S'arodnap once 
more in their interaction. 

And so the next day S'arodnap arrived to find Clarissa and Pilar, some technicians, and a whole lot of 
technology whose purposes he could only guess at, distributed around the upper room of the Dragon house. But the 
excited welcome he got first from Clarissa, and then, a little more cautiously, from Pilar, gave him all the explanation 
he would need. So long as Clarissa was happy, he was happy. 

For S'arodnap had already understood that he had already found the treasure he had been seeking. And so 
the prophetic lines of verse had already proven true, as far as he was concerned.. He had found his treasure where it 
had lead. And all that mythical talk of dragons had also proven completely accurate. For the dragon above did 
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protect the most valuable of treasures that any right-thinking dragon would jealously guard with all the magic and 
sorcery in the world. The treasure? Well of course. Clarissa! 

The rest was just a game to him now. A game he immensely enjoyed for it clearly gave Clarissa so much 
pleasure. And so he went over to the 'so' that marked the spot. And of course Clarissa stood at that very spot. And so 
once more all those stories of treasure, with some X’, in this case a ‘so’ marking the spot where the treasure lay, had 
proven reliable! 

The technicians began making some fine adjustments to their gear, speaking amongst themselves in hushed, 
professional tones. They had been flown down in one of S'arodnap's film studio jets. They had been treated like stars 
on the flight. For these planes usually did carry stars. And when they didn't carry stars, they carried the rich and 
powerful movie movers and shakers who made stars. 

The flight crew had often made the mistake of underestimating some poorly dressed and roughly presented 
old man or young woman, only to discover later that they were 'so and so' and really ‘big’ and ‘important’ players in 
the film industry. And so when this curious group were welcomed on-board, they were treated by the flight crew like 
royalty. For they had learned it didn't pay to form assumptions about people based on appearances. If you wanted 
the chance to go from flight-attendant to actress, or perhaps from co-pilot of a private jet to jet-star fighter in the 
latest Hollywood action film, then you'd better treat everyone who came on board as if they held that magic wand, 
that power to transform you so! 

The technicians were a team from Germany. They prided themselves on their skill and perfectionism. They 
were happy to be in this beautiful city, but for the moment they were completely focused on providing the best 
imaging their highly valued and highly paid services allowed. 

‘Shau mal’. 'Nein. Dort'. 'Sehen Sie? 'Genau, dort’. Ich denke wir haben was’. The technicians were 
murmuring amongst themselves in German. No rumblings of excitement or exuberant outbursts. Just clear, precise, 
German phrases. And then one who appeared to be the team leader came over to Pilar and Clarissa calmly and 
quietly, no hint of excitement in his manner. ‘Please, Miss Pilar, if you will. I believe we have found something’. 'If 
you would care to come with me to the monitor?’ 

At this Pilar and Clarissa jumped up as if he had just ran over to them, shaking with excitement, and blurted 
out, in a high-pitched, dramatic voice "We've found the treasure!’ 

They sought to control their own enthusiasm, laughing at each other as they followed, gently mocking the 
German's address to each other. The mere raising of the eyebrows of the other was enough to set them off into 
spasms of belly-aching laughter. 

The German turned when he reached the small monitor, not paying any attention to the antics of the young 
women. ‘Please, if you would. We shall have a larger monitor set up in a few moments. But I think if you look 
carefully you will see what we have found’. At this Pilar and Clarissa bowed down to the screen, their faces pressed 
against each other’s with the intimacy, familiarity, and affection of young sisters, or lovers. 
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Chapter Thirty Eight: Is it gold? Jewels? What is it? 


Soon the Germans had a large monitor set up, and their computers were ‘rendering’ the three-dimensional images 
they had constructed from various sonar, laser, and infra-red remote imaging devices they had set up. They had also 
recorded the ‘signatures’ of the various elements, chemical compounds, and the natural and synthetic materials they 
had detected in the floor, and below it. 

From all this whirling vortex of data the computers were now, layer after layer, producing a composite 
diagram made up of layers of various information. As soon as one algorithm had completed its calculation, say of the 
chemical ‘signature’ of some compound, this data was inputted into other algorithms. This accounted for the strange 
pictures that built up on the screen, adjusted, corrected, re-formatted, and then re-displayed. The pictures that 
formed would first appear clear, and then once again they would become distorted and impossible to decipher. Then 
once more the picture would settle into a static, before returning back to chaos. 

Over hours it became clear that what they had discovered, there below the floorboards, was a shallow cavity 
containing some sort of documents. So no trace of treasure yet. But surely all treasures were found with treasure 
maps? And so who would be surprised if this document should turn out to be some sort of map? Some clues maybe? 

The Germans then went over to S'arodnap. They told him that they could now dismantle the equipment. It 
would take days for their computers to completely ‘render’ all the data they had gathered. They stated simply that 
they would send the final three-dimensional images and all the data to S'arodnap's office in a few days. They said this 
in a way that exuded professional competence and confidence. You would not dream of doubting their word. It was 
all so matter of fact for these men. Their job was to perform such little miracles. They had advanced technologies few 
people understood. But they did understand what they were doing. That was certain. If S'arodnap had ever been 
certain of anything, he was certainly certain that the man would do as he had just said. 

And so the spokesman for the team left the rest of his men to pack up their equipment. They did this calmly 
and precisely, with no hint of hurry or chaos. Order. If the Germans were good for anything, S'arodnap reflected to 
himself, it was order! 
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Chapter Thirty Nine: Let’s Rock and Roll 


The sun was shining warmly in a blue sky when S'arodnap, Pilar, and Clarissa left the ‘Dragon’ to jealously guard his 
treasure. They had left the dragon’s treasure untouched. For now. But the committee which administered and 
managed Gaudi's architectural masterpieces in trust would meet soon enough to discuss if and how the 'find' would 
be retrieved. 

By this time Pilar had adopted a more familiar tone with S'arodnap, now it was clear to her that he had 
Clarissa's full confidence, and even, it would seem, love. All their communications on the matter had been carried 
out through the medium of smiles, laughs, giggles, and significantly meaningful looks. These communicated more 
about Clarissa's feelings and intentions towards S'arodnap than any words could have struggled to express. 

The two young women, barely out of their teens, had been room-mates, and then best friends, and then 
lovers. They had experimented with many things together. They had shared male lovers together. They had shared 
female lovers. Always together. They had shared everything. And so they shared, in a way, S'arodnap. However it was 
clear to Pilar that this lover was to be exclusively Clarissa's. She noted, for the first time, a powerful, animal-like 
protectiveness and jealousy in Clarissa concerning her relations with S'arodnap. She understood immediately that he 
was Clarissa's. 

And Pilar could not help but see without doubt that S'arodnap was completely in love with Clarissa. And so 
she was happy for her best friend. Genuinely happy. And extremely curious about everything to do with this man 
who had somehow found the most cherished place in Clarissa's heart. Clarissa, who could have had any man or 
woman. Clarissa who had had every man or woman she had ever desired. However if she was to believe Clarissa, 
Clarissa had never actually had sex per se with anyone. Man or woman. She had done everything else but. But never 
that. Maybe this man S’arodnap would be the one? 

‘Behind his family Church 

Thrives the tree of life 

Find the quarry whence the rock was hewn 

As the third tower of the Second ring 

Built to ward off strife 

From any enemy who might come 

There will the seeker find the true treasure 

Of the City of The Sun’ 

Clarissa was reciting this verse when S'arodnap came out of the Tapaz bar. They had just taken a delicious 
lunch that only those who had enjoyed the pleasures of a Barcelona Tapaz bar will completely appreciate. "That's 
that verse you were telling me about before, isn't it?’ 

‘Yes. Do you understand it yet? Remember I told you about the stones used for the Church and tower in 
Carcassonne being from a different quarry than the rest of the city? 

S'arodnap gave her an non-commital look in return. He hadn't given it that much thought. But when he saw 
that Clarissa obviously had solved the riddle, or at least had made some progress, and that she was very pleased with 
herself, he indulged her with as much enthusiasm and interest as he could muster. 'I have a feeling you are going to 
impress me with just how clever you are’, S'arodnap gave in reply. 

"Well, yes, I thought it was an established fact that I was very clever. Very clever. And very beautiful. She had 
added this as a flirtatious challenge, to counter the slight lack of confidence she felt with regard to S'arodnap's 
feelings towards her. She was provoking him to respond. And he didn't fail to catch the provocation. 
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'Yes', He replied. ‘Certainly it is well known that you are very clever’, and he paused, looking at her, looking 
for a clue, waiting for some reaction to his pause, some glimpse of perhaps fear or hope, before continuing, and 
rewarding her for the cruelty of having left her hanging ;’and very beautiful!’. With this she danced a little jig in an 
abandonment of joy, luxuriating in the emotions. It was as close to a confirmation of their undying bonds of mutual 
affection and love as she needed. She now felt completely confident of her power over him. For the only way she 
could be truly comfortable with her own complete devotion to him would be if she could be sure that she owned 
him down to the very last atom of his being. She could only give herself fully and completely if she was sure that she 
owned him completely and fully. And she knew now, without a word of it being mentioned, that he did. And she 
had. 
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Chapter Forty: The tree of life 


This is it. Isn't it wonderful? This is the ‘church’ Gaudi designed. De Sagrada De Familia’. You see don't you. 
‘Familia’. And it’s bis church! This could be what was meant by ‘is family church’. And look.' She beckoned him to 
follow her as she almost ran around the side of the Cathedral to the back of it. She was standing there waiting for 
him as he rounded the corner of the imposing Cathedral. 

‘And see.’ He had barely time to catch his breath before turning to face what she was looking at. ‘See. The 
tree of life. Isn't it just adorable?’ S'arodnap gazed in wonder at the beautiful image of a tree which appeared to be 
growing on the wall of the Cathedral. 'See. The tree of life. Gaudi. His ‘family’ church. 

Clarissa put her arm through his as they stood there gazing in wonder at the lovely ‘tree’. They then 
wandered around the Cathedral, as amazed as any of the millions of tourists and locals alike who witnessed this 
architectural marvel for the first time. It had been ‘growing’ now for decades. Almost organically. As if it was literally 
growing out from its foundations. . Like all Gaudi's works, it had that feeling of having ‘grown’ in place. Despite all 
the cranes that hung above it, like trees leaning in over some huge organism, it seemed a work of nature, rather than a 
work of man. An organic creation, rather than the engineering feat of men. 

It was full of playfulness and fantasy. It was both child-like and sophisticated in its composition and 
realisation. It united so many realms into one corporeal identity. It was both whimsical and substantial. It had that 
rare sort of integrity that gave the buildings of Gaudi a beauty normally reserved for natural phenomena that had 
evolved over billions of years to reach their current states of near perfection. This near perfection was only enhanced 
by the potentials for ugliness resulting from an almost over abundance of exuberance. 

Clarissa then brought S'arodnap in close to see the stone. She explained in quite technical terms what sort of 
stone it was. How it had been formed over hundreds of thousands of years. She explained to him something of the 
geology of the stone. He adored her when she was so earnest and technical. He tried to pay attention like a good 
student, but found himself dazed and bedazzled by her beauty into a kind of joyful trance. Her words played upon 
his ears like the most wonderful music. Her eyes shone with a fire that could not possibly ever be extinguished. 
When she came close he smelt and felt the warm fragrance that rose from her body. He was in heaven. There by the 
tree of life. 

Then Clarissa abruptly stood up, and in a perfunctory tone added. ‘Pilar has agreed to contact the builders, 
to locate the quarry where they get their stones from. Once we know that we can go there’. 
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Chapter Forty One: At the quarry 


Pilar drove Clarissa and S'arodnap out of Barcelona up towards the French Border. Clarissa kept calculating 
distances to her beloved ‘Carcassonne’. For she knew that there were no quarries other than the one that had been 
used for the rest of the medieval city, in medieval times, within 100km of her beloved ‘City of The Sun’. No other 
quarry within 50km of the one that had been used for most of the walls, churches, towers, and the castle keep itself. 

It was this that had always puzzled her. Why go to the bother of hauling rock so far. Especially in those days, 
when all the stone would have had to be laboriously hauled by teams of horses and carts. She had visited the quarry 
used for the rest of the stone. She had spoken with experts about whether there were any technical reasons for using 
a different quarry. They informed her that there had been no end to the supply of stone available at the quarry they 
had used for most of Carcassonne. When she quizzed them as to why some parts of the wall had been built of a 
different stone, from a different quarry, they always came up blank. No-one had any explanation for her. They took 
her word for it that different stone had been used. However they could not offer any reason for doing so. 

Had the stone proven to show some flaws or weaknesses? Was there any reason they could see why the same 
stone should not have been used to complete the entire building works of Carcassonne? No-one could bring her 
further in solving that mystery. 

And so it had remained a mystery. And for that it had always retained a special place in her consciousness. 
But it had had no other ‘context’ to give it any meaning. It had no relationship or connection to any other piece of 
information she had. It had no ‘touchstone’ on which to resonate. It had remained an isolated piece of data. But 
somehow it had always called to her for solution. Somewhere in her unconscious was an intuition that it was a very 
important piece of data. 

Pilar then turned off the main highway and began weaving her way along a road up through some hills. From 
the top of one hill they then saw the stone quarry off in the distance. Some parts of it were still being ‘worked’, while 
other areas lay under water. As they got closer they had to drive on the shoulder to allow some large trucks to pass. 
When they had, and the dust which followed in their wake had cleared, Clarissa noted a small tin shed that might be 
some sort of office. She pointed it out to Pilar. They parked outside it and waited as an old man appeared first in the 
doorway, and then made his way over to them. 

He was very happy to have some guests. Especially two beautiful young women. He said as much. He invited 
them into his ‘office’ where they could more comfortably talk about whatever it was they had come all the way out 
here to discuss. He had no idea what it might be. Probably they were building a new house and wanted some stone. 
It happened now and then. People thought they could save money buying direct from him. Well to be more precise 
they thought he could let them have a load ‘unofficially’, in return for a generous ‘gratuity’. He held no ill-will 
towards such people. Why should he. They had paid for his sister’s operations! 

And so it was that he was surprised by Clarissa's questions. She was obviously well educated. She knew what 
she was talking about. And it was a pure pleasure for this old man to speak with a fellow geologist. No-one else 
wanted to know anything about his stone, other than the cost per tonne, and a few facts about the tensile and 
compression ratings. Engineering stuff. But this beautiful thing had much more interesting questions for him. And 
to his great joy he was able to gratify her curiosity. 

Yes he was aware that parts of the quarry had been operating at least since Cathar times. In fact he had once 
heard the current owners bragging to one of their bigger clients that the business had originally been financed, it was 
said, with a loan from the banks of the Knights Templar. Yes. Yes. Though few people knew. He was proud of the 
connection. He felt somehow connected to history, he said. Would he take them to the oldest parts of the quarry? 
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Would that be possible? Of course it would, came his hearty reply. Why with the greatest pleasure! They would take 
his Land Rover, he said. 

They drove off down and around the main quarry, past some now flooded and abandoned sites. As they 
passed the old man informed them about such and such a building that had been built with ‘his’ stone from this or 
that now abandoned quarry site. They showed an appropriate amount of interest that kept him talking, In fact some 
of the information was interesting. He noted how most of the great monuments around the world had been built 
with rock hewn from the quarries of the ancient world by slaves. Even here in Spain. 

And then the car came to a halt by a small blue-green pond. They got out and walked around. The old man 
indicated that at the time it had been a quarry, there had of course been no water in it. He looked at Clarissa in a 
curious way, before adding. ‘You know, I've never really thought about it before. But this quarry is quite unusual, 
when you come to think about it. The others had no idea what he might mean. There didn't appear to be anything 
unusual about it. Just another flooded, dis-used quarry. 

‘You see’, and he addressed this to Clarissa, rightly thinking she was the one most likely to understand, ‘it 
would have been much easier to quarry the stone from that rock-face’, he pointed as he said this, ‘over there’. Why 
they chose to take the rock from here is beyond me. I mean. It would have meant a lot more work. And the stone is 
of exactly the same composition and quality over there. If anything that stone, and he pointed to the rock-face, 
would have been slightly superior. He gave Clarissa a look indicating that surely she would understand what the 
others couldn't hope to. A look of shared intelligences among colleagues. 

Clarissa returned his look with a smile, though she was, to be honest, not really quite sure she had 
understood what he might mean The old man wanted her to understand, and not being sure she really did, he added. 
‘You see, the stone on the lower ground would have water marks through it. You'd have to cut out bits of it. That 
would take time. In those days a lot of time. And the stone of the rock face didn't have any blemishes.’ He was glad 
to finally see the look of recognition in Clarissa's eyes. He had wanted to share something with this wonderful 
creature. To have something in common. And this shared understanding was now something that they shared in 
common. A sort of intimacy. 

‘So, I ask you. Why did they mine the rock here of all places?’ And that question remained with Clarissa on 
the drive back to the city. And then out of nowhere S'arodnap interrupted her thoughts. Well to be more precise, he 
continued her thoughts. 

‘You know I didn't think to ask the old man, but did you notice that little creek flowing into the abandoned 
quarry? Now I'm no expert. But didn't it look just a little, well, too neat and tidy for a random creek? I mean, it 
didn't exactly follow the lie of the land now, did it?’ 

‘You noticed that too? I was just thinking more or less along the same lines. So. Do you think we should tell 
him?’ Clarissa asked. 

‘What?. That maybe he's gonna have to change his business description? Came S’arodnap’s reply. 

‘You mean from ‘stone quarry’ to ‘gold mine’? Clarissa joked with him. "You don't think they maybe dumped 
the gold in that quarry do you? Maybe covered it with broken stones, then flooded it?’ 

‘Well, as you were careful to remind me in Barcelona, you are the clever one. You tell me! Replied S'arodnap, 
his voice playfully taunting. 

‘Ah, and don't forget, clever, and very, very, very beautiful!, Clarissa added, wagging her head left and right 
and teasing him in her joyful, playful, exuberant, and very flirtatious mood. 

To this S'arodnap had no reply. But the way his entire being shone with love for her was more than any mere 
words were capable of expressing. And she felt this reply deep in her heart, in every vibration of every atom in her 


body. 
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Chapter Forty Two: Misha's Moscow 


Misha was living in Oktrobyskaya with 3 girls in a 2 room flat. One of the girls was an English teacher. She had 
informed the other two girls that her ‘brother’ was coming to stay with her for a while. He'd come to Moscow to take 
up a new job, and it was just impossible to find anywhere to live in Moscow. They didn't mind as it meant splitting 
the rent four ways. And with a man! Their own boyfriends were in London or New York working. It had been a 
long time since they had had a man in their flat! And a man with a job! And a job in Moscow! Not thousands of 
miles away in America or England! What a curiosity! 

However her brother wouldn’t be coming for a few months. And in the mean-time she was going to share 
her room, and her huge bed, with a native English speaking University research assistant who also needed 
somewhere to stay. She had been ‘hooked up’ with him through one of the senior teachers at a language school she 
often worked for. That was how Misha had come to be staying in the flat. 

The two girls had adopted a cat. Or maybe it would be more accurate to say that the cat had adopted them. 
For one afternoon it had simply followed the two girls up the stairs. They had often fed it from the bag of cat-food 
they almost always carried with them to feed the strays with. The girls both had good hearts. But this cat was special. 
It's long, tigered fur was almost red. And with these gorgeous lime green eyes. They were certain that it was no 
normal cat. No, it was a sorcerer. It was a shape-changer. I mean, really, who had ever seen such a cat? And so it was 
the recipient of their extravagant affections and loving kindness. It was, at that time, the only man of the house! 

Their flat had a view of the ‘corset’, Central Moscow’s television and radio tower. At night it lit up in the 
most amazing display of colors. That and 'Detsky Mir’, 'Children's world’, the deliciously Art Nouveau styled 
children's shop just up from 'Gum' department store, were their favorite things in Moscow. 

They became Misha's favorite things too. Oh, that and the girls. Beautiful girls. Everywhere. And right under 
his nose. Half naked girls coming to or from the shower. Girls in skimpy, see-through panties up early for work, not 
used to dressing for male company, and not at all shy about it. For he was a very handsome young man. And he had a 
good job. And a good education. And he didn't drink. And he was always in such a cheerful mood. And he talked. So 
unlike the other Moscow men. They joked that you could only have a real talk, one about feelings, with a Moscow 
man, when he was drunk. 

They would pee with the door open, not minding his casual, friendly gaze as he found some excuse to pass by 
just as they were getting up. ‘Did all Moscow girls shave their ...?' he thought to himself. So different from the girls 
he'd grown up with. So free and casual and cheerful. And so when his sister got jealous of Misha's happiness and was 
one day offered a pretext for ‘having to’ ask him to leave, the two girls just wouldn't hear of it. And why, when they 
had such a huge bed to just themselves, why it was unthinkable. To waste such a bed on just 2 people would be an 
unspeakable waste and shame. No. Surely they saw it was impossible for him to stay in the other girl’s room any 
longer, after she had explained the reasons. She'd said that her brother would be arriving any day now. But there was 
absolutely no reason for Misha to leave the flat. No. Why, if he didn't mind sharing a bed with the two of them, he 
was quite welcome to move into their room. Problem solved! 

They couldn't help but see the fury burning behind ¢heir flatmate’s, his former room-mate’s, eyes when they 
announced this, in their cheerful, off-hand, casual, taken-for-granted way. She seethed with jealousy. How dare he 
have such luck. 

First he'd topped his classes at school, while she had barely passed. And then his Masters Thesis, ‘Akhenaton, 
A Pharaoh lost to history?’ Not only was he awarded the University medal, he'd immediately had book offers from 
publishers. He'd given the advance from the royalties to his parents to pay for a much deserved holiday. How dare he 
be so nice! And now this fantastic job in Moscow. With all the prettiest girls in Moscow fawning all over him. 
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You see all that would have normally made her admire him. Only the thing is, he had never once tried 
anything on. Not with her. He flirted outrageously with her two flat-mates, and she feared he must have by now 
enjoyed at least one of them, if not both at once. While she, laying almost naked to him for over two weeks now, had 
not gained any attention of a sexual nature from him at all. He had not laid a finger on her. He had not even tried. 
She had not even ever caught him looking at her while she changed. Deliberately slowly. Taking her panties off and 
getting ready for a shower. Or toweling off, completely naked, after a shower. He had not once shown the slightest 
interest in her. She felt offended beyond words. That smug, beautiful man. So clever. He had virtually fallen into a 
great job. Whereas what luck had she ever had? 

The best she had managed was to find private English tutoring work. And when she had somehow managed 
to find this flat, who other than Misha had to just barge his way in and take it over. Her one real stroke of luck. 
When all her friends were still living in a University hostel and 4 to a room in the suburbs. She had stumbled upon 
this flat. Well, a student had told her she was leaving, and offered it to her. The rent was as affordable as any you 
might find in Moscow. It would be good for her work, as she would have lots of private students if she had a place to 
tutor them in the city. And Oktrobyskaya was just up from Gorky Park. So her ‘bitterness’ at Misha's good luck was 
well placed, one might say. 

And then the nerve of him. To barge into her room that day at lunchtime, when he should have been at 
work, and she should have had the flat to herself, to find him giving head to one of her older male students. Probably 
50 to be precise. And just as the man had blown a thick sticky wad of cum all over her face. She had stared up at 
Misha as the salty white mass had dribbled over her lips and down her chin, onto the floor. What a nerve! How 
humiliating! No. He just had to go. And that was that. And as soon as possible. 

But now this. She would have to face that handsome smug face every morning now. And every evening. Of 
course he had promised that in future if he was coming home from work during the day he would knock very loudly 
at the front door first. And ring the buzzer! Arggghhhh! The nerve of him. To be so cool and understanding about 
the whole thing! 

And the noises that would come from the room next door. The giggling and laughter. And those other 
noises that she just didn't want to think about. Such moaning and groaning of joy as you'd never heard. How dare 
they shove her own loneliness in her face like that! And so she began inviting students to stay the night. 

She would show ¢hem what groaning and moaning she could make. She would see how they liked being kept 
up all night by cries of passion and friendly, intimate laughter. Let Misha have to watch men peeing with the door 
open. Half naked men coming to her room from the shower with their towels open, as the girls always somehow 
managed to do any time Misha was in the hallway. Finding some excuse to just have to make a cup of tea in just see- 
through panties, their puffy nipples aroused as their luxuriantly thick hair, thrown over their shoulders 
ostentatiously to hide their nakedness, swayed to and throw, revealing more than hiding, and drawing more 
attention to their nakedness than simply standing there with their chests thrust out in Misha's face would have! 

They were hair-dressers. He would keep them enthralled all night with stories of Ancient Egypt. He was 
training to be an archivist. That sounded boring, but he made it sound fascinating. He told them of all the sorts of 
‘artifacts’ he got to handle, catalog, and the display in famous museums, and for rich collectors and trusts. Why he 
had just come from Barcelona where he had been working on identifying a rare find of documents. From a very little 
known period. But of course even the girls had heard of Tutankhamen. So when he said the find related to his father, 
they could place him, in their own way, in history. When he reminded them that Tutankhamen was the child of 
incest between Amenhotep IV, who had changed his name to Akhenaton, and his sister, Nefertiti, it only added to 
their fascination with his work. 

That said, they were of course they were more interested in the living people he dealt with. The rich living 
people he dealt with. Those wanting to have their artifacts verified and cataloged. Of course valued as well. So Misha 
told them of the rich kids who sold off these items as soon as they inherited them. They had no interest in them 
other than as potential money bringers. And so he had already, though so new to the field, arranged several purchases 
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by famous museums. It seemed the young people trusted him, and felt more at ease dealing with him than with some 
old, established antiquities handler. And so as his reputation grew, he found that most of his income was now 
coming from commissions for arranging such sales. He was always honest, fair, and transparent. Often the young 
people were astonished that the artifact they had just inherited, which to them looked worthless, was worth a small 
fortune. And the museums were just as happy at the 'finds' Misha had made. Items thought lost from private 
collections during the Stalin reign of terror were coming to light, thanks to Misha’s efforts, almost on a monthly 
basis. 

From what Misha could gather, it seemed that the parents of the young people he was dealing with had 
managed to acquire the artifacts just after the Old Regime had given way to the new. He had done some inquiries 
into all his sellers. Invariably their fathers and mothers had worked with the K.G.B, or had been senior Communist 
Party Members at the time of ‘Perestroika’. None of this was any concern to anyone. It was all old hat these days. Of 
course the sudden wealth of the ‘new rich' of Moscow just had to have some corrupt background. There was no other 
way to explain it. Suddenly those who had had no more than a state flat, and maybe dacha, had become millionaires 
and even billionaires. 

If you just happened to be, by chance, the Mayor of Moscow just after the changeover of power, you were 
set. You had your hand in every property development there was. And Moscow had changed dramatically in the last 
10 years. The population had officially doubled, and unofficially tripled. Property speculation was rampant. 
Developers were ‘hoarding’ flats, keeping them off the market, and not even renting them, waiting as the prices 
soared, to make a killing. 

Developers were moving old people out of their Soviet flats, to knock them down to make way for the new, 
huge, financially lucrative, highly speculative, and highly corrupt, real estate developments. Usually tall apartment 
skyscrapers. And while officially they had an obligation to provide new flats in the new buildings for those so evicted, 
this law was usually overlooked. And who had the power to complain? Who could afford a lawyer? And so very few 
ever got that new apartment they had been promised by the developer. 

Often the only source of income for most retirees on the state pension came from renting out their Moscow 
flats while they themselves moved out into the surrounding suburbs, to live in shanty ‘dachas' in the country. It was 
just one more sad fact of the new capitalism. Not a moderate compromise between pure opportunism and socialism, 
as Western European models had managed, but a pure, selfish, heartless, pitiless capitalism. 

There was little respect for any of the old values. People actually wondered at such a phrase. Had there really 
ever been any such values and principles? How many neighbors had informed on each other out of spite and 
jealousy? How many people, hearing the knocks on the doors of their neighbors, at 3.a.m, got dressed, not to help, 
but to be the first in line at the commune offices the next day to apply for their flats? Or their jobs! 

So it proved almost impossible for anyone these days to find an affordable flat in the city center. Most people 
shared rooms with at least one other person. Misha was actually happy about that fact. He was not one to complain. 
Especially when it meant sharing a bed with two extremely cute, affectionate, fun girls. 

In return the girls adored Misha to pieces. Lucky for him he was naturally over-sexed and they had, until 
now, both been faithful to their boyfriends. And ‘boyfriend’ in Moscow usually translated into ‘fiancé’. It was more 
or less understood that a girl would marry her first love. But while he was away earning enough money to make all 
this possible, anyone would turn a blind eye to occasional recreational’ sex. As long as it was discrete and in the 
privacy of your own flat. Everybody had an understanding that a healthy young girl could not be expected to sleep 
alone for a year or more as her beau labored overseas to finance their wedding. And if he slipped up on a lonely night 
now and then, then that too would be overlooked. All in the name of love. And marriage. 

The girls, who had until then satisfied each other with their mutual caresses, their mouths, their tongues, 
their gentle, soft, warm, inquisitive fingers, now found an overflowing source of male sex. There was something 
about Misha's large, beautiful penis. They just adored to tease it. To pull down the foreskin gently till the shiny 
purple head 'popped' out, pre-cum shining on its tip. They would take turns teasing him to the point of orgasm then 
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calming him with massages and gentle caresses. Then they would once more ‘torture’ him with unbearable pleasure 
until, lost in ecstasy, he would whine, and the girls would take great pride in the sudden stillness of his erect penis, 
followed by the clear pumping action as his penis throbbed, twitching from side to side, ejaculating plumes of white 
cum. 

They couldn't understand all this talk in magazines about 'to swallow or not to swallow’. ‘Would he be 
offended if I didn't? To them it was the most natural thing. It was just cleaner and tidier to quickly swallow, 
without tasting the saltiness or slight mustiness of the thick fluid. And then when they would tease him once more 
with the sight of their shaved slits and sexy talk, talk of the girls they wanted to seduce at work, or had, in the toilets 
or when the office was closed, and their gentle caresses and their sweet breathed open mouthed kisses, their tongues 
entwined with his, they would straddle him, taking his erect manhood into their wet, warm holes. And he would last 
just long enough, after having already cum once, till they too would cum, feeling his penis twitch and throb inside 
them, hearing his beautiful whining, seeing that gorgeous expression on his face as he came. 

So everyone except their fourth flat-mate, whose brother had as yet mysteriously zot turned up, was sad 
when Misha was made an offer he could not possibly refuse. It was not an offer anyone in his line of work would ever 
dream of refusing. It was the dream of everyone in his line of work to work at precisely this place. For he was offered 
a position as archivist at The Hermitage in St. Petersburg. And not just any position. He would be responsible for 
the Ancient Egyptian collections. They had apologised to him in advance that the collection was in a mess, archive- 
wise. So many pieces could not be accounted for. They warned him it would be a tough job. But this all sounded 
heavenly to Misha. He thrilled at the chance for some hard, honest work. And at the world's most prestigious 
collection of art and antiquities. It was every art historian's dream to get a crack at that collection. It was well-known 
that apart from the acres of works of art and artifacts on display, there were literally miles of underground vaults full 
of treasures that few people had ever had access to. Who knew what discoveries awaited him there? 

Only the archivists knew what was there. And then only when they gathered in groups. For the collections 
were so large that they had to be managed by several teams of archivists. They had developed their own informal 
codes and phrases, almost amounting to a new language, which they spoke among themselves in low, hushed, voices, 
full of respect for the marvels they were speaking of. 

This language had originally grown out of the very precise technical jargon they had inherited, and then re- 
constituted as more human, charming ‘terms of phrase’. You might say ‘cuter’ expressions, as tends to be the case in 
esoteric, technical fields. One after another esoteric Latin or Greek technical term would be ‘humanised’ in this way, 
replacing a cold formal atmosphere with a warmer, more collegiate one. Professional soldiers would come to call the 
tools of their trade ‘bang sticks' and 'Big Bertha's'. And so the archivists too had developed their own fond ways of 
referring to the things, processes, and practices that were specific to their field of expertise. 

There was more though. Misha wouldn't come to this ‘Mecca’ of art and history empty handed. No. He 
would come with his own contribution. He would come with some 'news'. How ironic! 'News' thousands of years 
old! Misha smiled to himself. He knew he was going to make a big splash in St. Petersburg. Oh, yes, he had heard 
about the pretty girls. And he had already several contacts to follow up in relation to private collections the owners 
wanted valued and, discreetly mind you, sold off. But what really filled him overflowing with excitement was 
something perhaps only he, and those girls at the Gaudi Trust, could possibly comprehend the value of. 

For after several meetings of the Gaudi Trust committee, he had finally heard from the girls that the 
committee, had agreed to have the floor-boards of the ‘Dragon’ house pulled up, so that the artifacts the German's 
had identified could be retrieved. 

They proved to be very ancient Egyptian schematic drawings and protocols for the construction of a city. In 
fact the very ‘City of the Sun’ that Akhenaton had built. The glyphs seemed to refer to ‘foundation stones’. However 
when you calculated what at first appeared to be some sort of crude form of longitude and latitude, made up of 
‘leagues’ of measure from various ancient Egyptian landmarks which had existed at the time, and some of which still 
existed, well, the co-ordinates, if that was what they truly were, just didn't add up. 
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It was then that Misha had had his strange intuition. He had been perusing the cataloged archives of the 
Egyptian collection at the Hermitage, in preparation for his new position there. He had referred to many of the 
artifacts stored at the Hermitage innumerable times during his University studies, and his recent job. And so he was 
thoroughly versed in the meanings of the little numbers and the Hermitage archivists own unique, meaningless to 
any outsider, ‘scribble’. He could swear that, somehow, there was something about the ‘co-ordinates’ that appeared 
familiar to him. 

But it was not until late one night, exhausted in body and content in mind, after a quite rigorous and he had 
happily reflected, imaginative bout of recreational sex with his two bed-mates, that a picture suddenly formed in his 
mind. 

He started suddenly. Sunny, the blond, purred ‘sorry darling, I'm too tired, wait until morning O.K, be a 
good boy and wait till then, O.K?' But it wasn't a sexual excitement that had shaken him bodily. It was a sudden 
realisation. Those co-ordinates! Could it possibly be that the ‘foundation stones’ are not geographical co-ordinates at 
all? But actually archive references? 

Misha had heard stories of how archivists in the Hermitage had been sent to Gulags. But why? These people 
had never involved themselves in politics? They had no lust for power. Their desires revolved around ancient 
artifacts and artworks. There had never been a theft or loss from the Hermitage in its known history. So why the 
exiles to Siberia? 

It was only during the ‘new’ period that people once again began speaking openly about the Stalin year. For 
the last half century there had been many things that people had not dared never speak of, for fear of a 3.a.m knock 
on their door, and fates worse than death. These subjects had just recently become, once more, the topic of public 
discussion. And every organisation had its own share of secrets, both noble and shameful. The Hermitage, it seems, 
was no exception. 

During his employment interviews, which were spread out over a number of days, to give his future 
colleagues a chance to observe him in many different situations outside the formal interview interaction, he was 
often taken out and encouraged to get drunk, so that they could discover his real character and nature. During one 
of these ‘informal interviews’ he had been told of two archivists from the Hermitage, one a young man and the other 
already quite old, who had somehow angered Stalin personally. They had actually been named in Stalin's diaries! 

Apparently they had held the key to the solution of a puzzle which Stalin had had hundreds, if not 
thousands, of Russian archeologists working on. It seems that the key to this puzzle had become dependent upon 
the recovery of a number of artifacts from the Hermitage’s Egyptian collections, which, somehow, had been mislaid. 
They were not in their correct places. And there was never going to be any way to get the information out the two 
accomplices. They had apparently died from poisoning, barely minutes before Stalin’s men had kicked down their 
door to ‘invite’ them to the Kremlin to explain themselves personally to Stalin. The story teller went so far as to 
claim that it was only a matter of luck that the Hermitage itself was not burned down to the ground at Stalin’s 
orders, his rage having reached such a height of lunacy after he had discovered the archivists betrayal. If it had not 
been for his personal physician having given him an injection under some medical pretense, who knows what 
horrible fate might have befallen the world’s greatest treasure-house of ancient artifacts! 


156 


Chapter Forty Three: Clarissa Sophia, Mistress of Carcassonne 


Anyone who had ever experienced Clarissa was immediately impressed with her natural vitality. Her natural charms 
and appeals simply won you over in a rush. You didn't just ‘see’ her or 'meet' Clarissa, in the same way you didn't just 
‘see’ "The Northern Lights’, or the mass formations of Allied bombers advancing across the Normandy sky on D-day. 
She ‘impacted’ on you. She immersed you in herself. You were bombarded with her charm. You were lost in the 
intricacies of her gentle, playful laughter. You were infected with her high spirits. You were put at ease by her 
natural, unaffected warmth. You bathed in her aura. If you came upon her all of a sudden, it was like you had turned 
to find yourself in the path of a speeding super-train. She ‘hit ‘you like that. She left you in a whirlwind of pleasurable 
sensations. You lost yourself in her for a moment. In her presence. In her magic. And you wanted to be around her as 
much as you could. You would do your best to find any sort of excuse or pretense to remain in her company. You 
would look forward to any encounters with her as you would look forward to festivals and celebrations. And you 
would spend hours in lively conversation with your friends after any chance meeting with her. The topic of 
conversation would have her as its distinct and ever-compelling locus.You would listen in a thrall to any news 
anyone had of her. 

She had always radiated sexuality. A pure, radiant, and divine sexuality. There was nothing at all sordid in 
this. Nothing at all distasteful. Nothing mercenary or suspicious. She seemed to be imbued with the creative forces 
of nature. A sort of magnetism. A force of compelling attraction. The very basis of life’s reproduction. The good 
seeking its expression in form. The life-energy flowing freely and with great abundance, splashing about the place, as 
if she herself were a conduit from the source of life, a continually self-replenishing, self-refreshing stream of 
goodness, vitality, and life force. She was pure Eros. She was Eros personified. She was Eros known by its effects. She 
was the form by Eros displayed itself and sported among the world of forms. 

She now lived to please S'arodnap. To be of service. He was her ideal man. A god-man. She was perfectly 
sexy. Young. Gorgeous. The personification of the concept ‘Sex-kitten’. Every schoolboy’s dream of servile sexuality. 
Modest. Like a virgin from Mohamed's paradise. Shy. Willing. Virginal. Innocent. Devoted to her master. Enthralled 
by his charisma. 

Although S’arodnap, Heinrich Von Der Golz, her ‘Henry’ was now over 50, he had a youthful look. He still 
had that boyish smile. He alone had those soft blue-grey eyes that would enchant her, as only she could enchant him. 
She had the innocence that breaks grown men's hearts and makes their cocks rock hard time and time again. She 
pleaded to be of any service her Henry might be able to make of her. She yearned to please. She gained her greatest 
satisfaction from giving her Henry pleasure, from being of use, to her Henry. While others might call him by the 
name Xob S'arodnap, he would always be her ‘Henry’. She served her own greatest ambition by being in any way a 
tool for his ambition, a means to his gratification, his pleasure. For she owned him now. He was hers. She was secure 
in the possession of her Henry. And so nothing that she did for him, or in the name of his benefit, his satisfaction, 
his joy, his security, his well-being, was beneath her dignity. In fact her dignity was only strengthened by her 
submission to him. For he never required anything of her that she did not willingly desire of herself. 

It would be impossible for even the casual observer of their relationship not to be aware of this. And this is 
why she was the only person who had ever, and would ever, be able to given him authentic sexual satisfaction. 
Because he knew that she genuinely gained authentic pleasure from giving him pleasure. She had no ulterior motives. 
And if by chance she ever did get pregnant, despite S'arodnap's vasectomy (vasectomies have been known to 
spontaneously mend), he would not regret it. In fact he often fantasized that he was making a baby with her. It was 
so unlike him. In his past sexual encounters, as a much younger man, the fear of conception had destroyed his ability 
to enjoy the encounters. So much that he eventually ceased ‘chasing’ after women at all. 
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The relationship between Clarissa and S’arodnap was pure symbiosis. And when he came in her mouth, 
feeling his blood turn to warm honey, she greedily lapped up every drop, swallowing without tasting. And this final 
action pleased S'arodnap no end. For there was no mess to clean up. It was neat and tidy and complete. And easy. So 
easy. And always that beneficent smile. He felt like a god-man. Like a Saint. Their sex was a truly holy union. And 
she was so easy to please. 

At first S'arodnap had trouble not becoming distant from her cries of ecstasy. Surely she was putting it on? 
At first he would find himself doubting her cries of pleasure. To cum so easy and so often just from a quick fuck! But 
he had learned soon enough that it was all genuine. For she adored him. She had a massive crush on him. She was hot 
for him. Somehow he produced the most authentic and unadulterated lust in this girl. Was it pheromones? It wasn't 
money. She was the heiress to a fortune bigger than any girl had ever dreamed of. Even S’arodnap’s self-made fortune 
was a child’s holiday allowance in comparison. Was it power? Well for all the world S'arodnap was powerless. Oh, 
maybe he held some sway in Hollywood, in that small, incestuous world of illusions and false promises. But in the 
world at large he was more or less powerless. He had little more power than the average person, when it came to the 
most important things in life. This was ultimately the reason why he had had to resort to his plan for “The Purge’. 

What was it that made a girl like Clarissa so desperately passionate about a man like him? Well he had once 
put that very question to her himself: And she had simply smiled back at him, kissed him, and purred ‘will you fuck 
me, I am soooo horny. Please daddy? Fuck my pussy. Fuck my arse. Fuck my mouth. I need your cock inside me. I 
need to see you cumming. Will you cum for me baby. Please?’ 

But the thing that kept resonating within him was the fact that she had been born in Carcassonne, ‘City of 
the Sun’. And he felt, deep down, with an undeniable conviction and certainty, that he, Heinrich Von Der Golz, had 
been spending his life searching for a way to return to it . Although in this life he had never been to Egypt, he had 
somehow felt certain that he would find his home there. That it had once been his home. The only place he would 
ever feel at home. At On. Heliopolis. The City of The Sun. He couldn't help but wonder at this coincidence. This 
‘convergence’. 
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Chapter Forty Four: The prettiest legacy of incest 


‘Clarissa, I have to be quick. But you won't believe who just emailed me. An archivist from The Hermitage, well, 
actually he's in Moscow now. His name's Misha. And he says he's got some really exciting information about those 
maps and manuscripts we found under the floorboards in Gaudi’s Dragon house in Barcelona. He wants to meet 
with us. He says that it’s best to meet in Tallinn. That’s the capital of Estonia. I’m told it’s quite a fascinating, 
beautifully preserved medieval walled city. A Hanseatic trading town. He says it is easy for him to get there from St. 
Petersburg via Helsinki. He says it would take too long for him to get a visa for the U.S or even Germany, or for us to 
get Russian visas. He says he has friends in Tallinn who can arrange everything for us once we arrive. So what do you 
say? 

Two days later Pilar, Clarissa, and Misha were all sitting in the ‘keller’ of the 'Ratshaus' in the gorgeous 
medieval walled town of Tallinn. Misha told them how the town had been founded by a Danish King. Apparently 
his son and daughter had become just a little too close, if you know what I mean. The rumors of incest were 
rampant. And so to put an end to the scandal, which might have cost him the Kingdom, or encouraged usurpers to 
begin a civil war in a fight for the throne, he sent his daughter to this outpost of the Danish empire, and had the 
original castle built for her. The rest is, as you can see around us, glorious history. 

The Germans, the Hanseatic Trading League began building the lower walled city after having negotiated a 
royal patent with the Danes. The city flourished over hundreds of years. It proved a prosperous trading center for 
Northern Europe’s trade with the Russians. It managed to survive all the wars unscathed. It even survived Soviet 
occupation. It proved a great source of tourist revenue for the Soviets, and so while they had never done much by 
way of renovation, and much of the walled city had fallen into disrepair during their 50 years occupation, the old 
town survived to blossom with the fall of the iron curtain, and the end of the cold war. The locals had always tended 
the town with as much care as they could, but had been severely limited by restrictions on building materials. So as 
soon as they were free to, they once more set about putting the old town back to its former glory. And of course the 
tourists continued flocking to experience the place. It is one of the most original and well-preserved beauties of its 
type in the world today. 

And today Russians and Estonians, along with Finns, Swedes, and Germans, live together peaceably and 
profit from their diversity. The major new investors were of course the Swedes, who had always had close ties with 
Estonia. In fact a large population of Swedes left the country as the Soviets invaded. Of course the Soviets claimed 
they were ‘freeing’ the Estonians. But then why did they end up putting so many of them in prisons, and then 
shipping tens of thousands of them off to Siberia by rail wagons, in the middle of the night? You cannot blame the 
Estonians for being a little suspicious of an promised made by foreign powers after first having been ‘freed’ by the 
Nazis’, and then Stalin, only to find themselves living in a nation-sized prison. 

That said, Estonia was the most popular destination for Russian emigres. For them it was considered the 
most European of all the Soviet bloc, Red Terror occupied lands. They competed among themselves for papers that 
would allow them to move to Estonia. The Soviets set up their typically inefficient and ill-suited industries 
throughout the land, even closing up entire towns, like Tartu, as secret military installations. This is why today there 
is such a large proportion of ethnic Russians. Many have yet to take out Estonian citizenship. And yet they are loath 
to ‘return’ to Russia. It is a real issue for Ethnic Estonians. They have their country back, but it some ways they still 
feel the presence of a Russian, ‘occupation’. This said, they have been surprisingly tolerant of the situation, and done 
their best to ensure that everyone living in Estonia should be treated equally. 

Clarissa listened intently, but her mind had been captured by the story of the incestuous lovers. She loved 
such tales. For hadn’t his beloved Akhenaton married his sister, Nefertiti? Had not, out of that union, come, as if 
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history had a sense of ironic humor, the world’s most famous ‘Mummy’ ' As Clarissa pondered this, she wondered 
how best to describe the 'Old Town' itself. It was a fantastically preserved example of a Hanseatic trading town. And 
she wondered at the links between her French Cathars and those German traders. Now there might be something to 
look into’, she noted to herself. 

‘So’. Pilar began, after the waitress, in a gorgeous period costume, had taken their orders, you were saying 
something about those papers we found, Misha?’ 

‘Oh, yes. Yes. You won't believe my good luck. I just started this new job. A great new job. In The 
Hermitage. You know it? Misha inquired. 'Yes, of course, congratulations, you must be so happy’, Pilar replied. "Yes. 
Well. And you see’, and at this he pulled out some photos. "You see, there'd been some, he hesitated, wondering how 
best to formulate the correct expression, ‘some mix-up, years back, and some things from the Akhenaton collection 
had been, well, misplaced. Well the whole story is much more interesting than that, and one day I'd like to find out 
more, but, anyway. I was trying to make sense of all the things you sent me’, and he directed this to Pilar, ‘and then it 
suddenly occurred to me. The ‘foundation stones’. This couldn't be referring to the City Of the Sun itself. That 
would make no sense. But what if they were referring to the plans for the ‘City of the Sun’ that he had sent out? He 
could see that he had Clarissa’s full attention now. 

‘Now legend has it that he sent these plans, along with Protocols for the administration of the city, you 
know, the laws and such like, off with Moses. But of course the Jewish histories deny this. But there are other legends 
too. And they say that Akhenaton hadn't actually trusted Moses at all. In fact he had used Moses as a sort of ‘decoy’, 
if you like. A ‘red herring’ to throw anyone off the scent of his real plans.’ 

Misha now had the two girls in the palm of his hand. They were all ears. They hung on his every word. And 
he enjoyed this very much. Such beautiful girls. And all his. At least while for a while. ‘And I don't know how much 
you know. But there have always been these legends that he had sent off a fleet of ships carrying most of the Egyptian 
treasury. And these ships were to be sunk in some shallow off-shore location, only to be recovered one day by loyal 
followers of Akhenaton, well, of these ‘Priests At On’, as they were called. And it was said that only one of these 
‘Priests’, only someone of a certain ‘disposition’ if you like, ‘enlightened’ is, I think, the term you might use?. Yes, and 
so clues had been left in the ‘Ark’, and also sent out with some of these ‘Priest At On’ fellows, for safe-keeping.' 

He took a quick drink of the beer the exceptionally pretty waitress had placed before them all. And then he 
continued. ‘And the idea was that when the time was right, all these clues, if you will, would be brought together, 
and this, ‘enlightened’ one would understand them, and be able to find the gold, and using the plans, rebuild 
Akhenaton's ‘City of the Sun’, and found a new society based on his philosophy, what some have called his 
‘Protocols’. He’d called it “Living in Ma’at. Ma’at was apparently a Goddess who personified all the good things in 
life. Beauty. Truth. Justice. A nature goddess. A goddess of prosperity and good fortune’. 

‘And well, I guess I'm not this enlightened one the legends speak of. At this they were a little let down. But 
then he continued. ‘But I think that when I show that character all this’, and with that he laid out all the photos, 
including those of the beautiful gold and blue objects he had been referring to, 'I have a feeling he, or she, will!’ 

At this all three were silent. They stared at the photos. Pilar and Clarissa were astounded by the lovely works 
of art shown in the photos. Works of art that someone had ‘misplaced’ and then Misha had discovered, in The 
Hermitage's archives. But what did they mean? ‘Perhaps either of you have some ideas?’ A hopeful Misha suggested. 
And of course he was also hoping, on a pre-conscious level, that one or more of the stunning examples of feminine 
perfection which seemed to surround him tonight, Pilar, Clarissa, or one of these divine local girls, might share more 
than a just a friendly smile with him. 

The stunningly pretty waitress then arrived with their meals. All three were overwhelmed with her beauty. 
In fact they had felt that they had walked into some kind of eugenics experiment as soon as they entered the ‘Old 
Town’. Everywhere were these almost unbearably pretty girls. She smiled at them as they stared at her. She was used 
to this. She got it all the time from tourists. The local men barely paid her any attention. They just took her sort of 
natural beauty for granted. But the tourists! They just stared and stared. The girls thought it amusing. They were too 
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good natured to ever even think of taking offense. And the tips were always good. 'So, she announced in perfect 
English with a mildly British accent, if you need anything, just let me know’. She gave each of them a smile that 
seemed exclusively for them. They all felt especially welcome. With this she turned on her heels like a dancer, and in 
a flounce of gorgeous period dress, she disappeared into the kitchens. 
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Chapter Forty Five: Alternatives? 


Once you had taken on 

The respons-i-bility 

What were your 

Response-a-bilities? 

This was the question that S’arodnap had been fighting with for the last two decades, since having ascended 
up the hierarchy of The Knights of Aton, and into the top leadership position of A-group. 

His answer was as much driven by a chance technical discovery of his own, and its successful development by 
A-groups most talented scientists, as it was by the fear that another group of conspirators might snatch victory away 
from them at the last moment. 

Ironically that group were the descendants, at least ideologically speaking, of the man that Akhenaton had 
used all those years ago as a decoy. 

That group of conspirators, the Zionists, had surprised A-group with a display of their power when they had 
blown up the WTC and Pentagon in their 911 attacks, and had then flexed their media muscle to successfully 
convince the public that the attacks had actually been carried out by Islamic terrorists. Their motives were quite 
complicated. A-group’s investigations had discovered that their competition had set up a ‘shadow government’, 
funded by through their control of the Federal treasury, the oil industry, and the military-industrial complex on the 
one hand, and their illegal arms and drugs dealings on the other. 

Unlike A-group, their Zionist competitors had shown no scruples in forcing innocent victims to pay the 
price for their scramble for total power. The facts surrounding 911 had forced A-groups hand. If A-group did not 
act soon, then they might lose all hope of ever being in a chance to act ever. 

This convergence of the technical means, and the compelling motive, all pushed A-group, with S’arodnap at 
the helm, to give the all clear for “The Purge’. Their make or break operation that would either expose them to their 
enemies, and ensure the success of the Zionists plans for a New World Order, or finally realise the vision of The 
Priests At On. The vision that had destroyed their most noble spiritual son, Akhenaton. The vision that millions of 
the noblest of men and women had patiently strived to make a reality over the last few thousand years. 
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Chapter Forty Six: S'arodnap close up and personal, on the verge of the purge 


The relatively low genetic diversity in the current human population indicates that less than 100,000 years ago the 
human population suddenly decreased to a very low number individuals. In fact many Archaeologists, using the most 
modern of genetic based sampling techniques, have placed this number as low as a few dozen females. And then around 
10,000 years ago developments in agriculture, associated with the end of the ice age, and occasional bursts of ‘global 
warming that lasted anything from thirty to two hundred years, had produced a population explosion from this small 
gene pool.' (Journal of Genetic Inquiry, June 2006) 

If you want to know what S'arodnap looked like around the time of the purge, then imagine a combination 
of the roles Dennis Hopper played in “Apocalypse Now’ and ‘Water World’. Add to this the various actors in their 
role of "The Great Gatsby’. Then you will get an idea of his charm, charisma, and the effect his physical presence 
produced on anyone who came in contact with him. He was manic. Overflowing with an abundance of energy that 
his body and mind could simply not contain. Too much energy for one man to handle. He would swing from 
moments of quiet meditation to moments of frantic activity. 

One moment he would be listening to Beethoven, and the next he would be blasting Metallica from his 
console speakers. 

And what was he like? Well his most obvious behavioral trait, when in intimate company, would be his 
diabolical impatience with any frustration. He had become more and more unable to accept the limits of doing one 
thing at a time. 

His assistants could tell you how, coming in hot and sweating from some activity, he would tear at his 
clothes while at the same time trying to satisfy a ravenous hunger. For he would eat only one meal a day, in the 
evening. As his clothes got stuck, and would not come off, he would swear ‘fucking this and fucking that’. He would 
swear at the universe for being so hostile to all the dreams of man. As if the universe deliberately thwarted his every 
move. As if it must gain the greatest satisfaction from every irritation and frustration it produced in S'arodnap. And 
so he would get his assistant hold food for him to eat and another one to undress him. 

He could not bear to be hot and sticky. So he would eat as he got into a bath that had been made ready as 
soon as he arrived. He would get in with whatever clothing was still attached to him, and take it off in the water. 
Only once his hunger was sated, and he felt clean and comfortable, did his 'golden boy’ smile return. Then his eyes 
shone with their typical good humor and goodwill towards all sentient beings. 

On occasion an assistant would shy away from him, repelled by his manic explosions of wrath against a cruel 
universe. A scheming universe. A malicious universe. 

But then he would smile that all-encompassing, warming, approving smile. And he would comfort them. 
‘Yes I know Iam a monster. I'm so sorry. But please, forgive me. My nerves are shot to pieces. I just can't stand any 
frustration at all’. 

If he felt one of his incapacitating migraines, cluster headaches, and tension headaches coming on, he would 
call for one of his ‘shots’. If it was too late, and he was already in pain, he would hit the ‘buzzer’ on his phone and an 
assistant would locate him by GPS and bring him a ‘shot’. And then several assistants would carry him to his room. 
To his bed. They would undress and wash him as he lay in a pain-reliever induced stupor, unable to assist them in 
any way. For when a full-blown migraine hit him, every thought was agonising. Every muscle would go stiff with 
pain. The slightest thought or movement, even a stray beam of light, or wave of sound, would bring on the pain. He 
had to force himself to become totally immobile. To go limp. To completely switch off his mind. Any attempt to 
move would bring on a bout of horrible nausea. His head would pound with a hard, metallic, gruesome pain. 
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But when he was calm, and in control, which was most of the time, you would feel yourself to be the center 
of his universe. He gave you his full attention. He offered you a sense of being approved of and accepted greater than 
you were ever going to feel at any other time. You felt he saw the ideal you that you could only ever strive to be. He 
interacted with this ideal you. He gave you credit for everything you ever hoped and tried to be. He validated you. 
He believed in the ideal you. The best you. Your greatest ambitious self. It was an addictive, pleasurable sensation to 
have someone validate you so deeply, so fully, and so highly. 

If you saw him break-down, rather than lessen your opinion of him, you only felt an awe for the tremendous 
burden he had taken upon himself. He suffered for you. He suffered for your eternity of next lives. Christ had it easy, 
in that story of death upon the cross. But to /ive for your principles. That took a real hero. Just to imagine what he 
must suffer, the poor man. Just imagine how glorious his vision must be, the glorious martyr! 

Of course the reader will be thinking, surely there ust have been alternatives to this? Sure. Maybe at the 
start there had been possible alternatives. But every possible sociological modeling program, and the best minds, had 
all tried to seek superior alternatives, and 'Happy next lives' was found to offer the only prospect for success. And 
with the discovery of the new weapons, it soon stood out as a very humane solution. Then the Zionists 911 attack 
had pushed A-group to act. For inaction would prove disastrous. The decision had been more or less taken out of A- 
groups hands by the success the Zionists were having on all fronts. They had gained complete control of the world’s 
media. They were in possession of weapons of mass destruction that few people would comprehend, let alone be 
aware of. They were poised to take control. For all intensive purposes they already had taken control. Their shadow 
government was already pulling the strings behind the scenes. The last three U.S elections had all been mere table 
decoration. The Zionists owned the leaders of every major political party, and no other potential candidate could 
ever compete with their massive electoral campaign financing. 

At least the last three U.S presidents had been mere puppets of the Zionist’s New World Order. They had 
initiate invasions of every nation that had any resource that they wished to control. They had tricked the world into 
participating in their petro-dollar U.S dollar ponsy-pyramid scheme, and were about to pull the plug, and set the 
house of cards they had built over the last century into complete collapse. They would then step in and ‘protect’ the 
people, like all good dictators. They would enslave them. The world was about to become one large prison camp for 
the average person, and a heaven on earth for the Zionists. 

A-group had had their decisions forced upon them by these developments. They could not afford to hesitate. 
They kept looking for alternative responses, but could find none. 

One day one of S’arodnap’s assistants had been privy to one of his frustrated rages, and could not help but 
over this little ‘soliloquy’ of S'arodnap's. We are ALL gonna die. Don't you get it? We all live in denial. But death is 
there waiting for us. It’s just a question of TIME. I didn't KILL ANY one... just changed their clocks a bit...they just 
left their lives a bit EARLIER...and what is even 100 years in comparison with ETERNITY...cither of oblivion, or of 
constant new-births. So what if I AM wrong. Oblivion is surely better than suffering and misery. Surely. YES! And 
surely I cannot just sit here and allow an eternity of malformed, maladapted, incompetent lives to be repeated over 
and over and over..no THAT would be insanity..THAT would be psychotic..to KNOW and to do 
NOTHING...THAT would be unacceptable... THAT would make me a monster...and unfeeling, vicious, nasty, 
horrot...'. His assistant didn't respond. He just felt awe for his leader. How did you respond to the utterances of a 
god-man, or a mad-man? Was there any difference. Surely it took a mad-man to truly attain the heights of the god- 
man? To be able to accept the responsibility that came with having the response-ability. 

S'arodnap once gave another short justification for 'Happy Next Lives’ to a select audience he had invited for 
the occasion. ‘Numbers add up only to majorities, and almost NEVER to compelling arguments’ if the public had 
opinions worth anything, we wouldn't NEED government in the first place, if human nature were noble, we would 
never have had police, armies, or governments...wouldn't have needed em. If humans would LET you manage 
reproduction, then you could afford to let them live out their natural life-spans. Now whether that would be more 
ethical than a good death, well that was debatable. First they would have to agree to live vegan lives, and stop their 
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cruelty to animals. They would have to agree to stop their cruelty to each other. They would have to agree to sperm 
and egg harvesting and then sterilisation of all the males. But they were never going to agree, were they? No. they 
weren't” 

‘And so you couldn't hope for a solution via informed consent. People wouldn't et you inform them. They 
wanted to be able to plead ignorance. As if that was any sort of moral defence. They were stubbornly in denial about 
TROONATNOOR, The reality of our natures and the nature of our realities. And the beneficiaries of injustice and 
inequality weren't going to give up their benefits, their privileges, their pleasures and satisfactions. And so asking for 
them to consent was really just absurd. If you asked for consent you'd only end up the target of the malice, and 
weapons, of every official and unofficial organisation in the world. 

So the idea of a democratic, informed-consent solution was put aside as too idealistic and doomed to failure. 
That would doom the world's population to reproducing its current miseries and horrors. 

But that left you seeking an alternative. The alternative to sterilising billions of people was, well, KILLING 
them. And when A-group first approached the actual idea of eliminating 99% of the world's human population, it 
appeared utterly hopeless. Impossible. Just consider the absolute terms. Surely it would take years and years. Right? 
Now no-one would judge you for letting your mind follow along those lines. But the genius of S'arodnap's plan was 
its simplicity. It would be easy for ONE person to 'shoot' 99 people in a crowded place. They'd just have to calmly 
take aim and fire some sort of weapon at 99 people standing around. Inside a building you'd just have to walk 
through a few floors. Shopping centers. Well there you could EASILY take out several hundred in a few minutes. 

The thing was to act during the busiest period of the day, say during peak hour traffic. You could get one 
shooter to take out a carriage of a train, another the entire platform, with shooters waiting at exits. And you could 
‘mop up’ those individuals who escaped, and who had been at home, dispersed far and wide, at your leisure. 

Of course you'd need to plant shooters in the military units and security units in all the cities, and in their 
headquarters. You'd take out the security personnel first, of course. And you'd take out all the information services, 
and turn all the traffic lights red. You didn't want any chaos or panic. People would only get HURT in a panic. NO, 
you needed to get it all done calmly, quickly, and without any ‘damage’. 

But S'arodnap was not at all happy with this scenario. Too many people would get hurt. Too much chaos. 
You couldn't control it. It was too horrible to even imagine. And so he went back to the drawing board. Or to be 
more precise he went back to his music, to take a break from all this horror and the burdens of the world. 

"Happy Next lives' was the informal code-name S'arodnap used to refer to the entire planning process. It was 
his favorite maxim. "Happy next lives’. And he was looking forward to his OWN with great pleasure. He just wanted 
to get this job done, so he too could go on to his NEXT life. A life in a world defined by beauty, reason, justice. "Yes 
yes yes' he would utter to himself when he found himself contemplating his 'Eden Protocols’, with a sort of 
devastating sadness filling him at the necessity of completing his tasks at hand. 

He kept remembering that it was these tasks that kept him from the bliss of oblivion, or a happy next life. 
And so he had no joy in them. Except the joy of them as means to ends. And it was in contemplation of these ends, 
of his ‘Eden Protocols’ that his eyes once more lighted, and his heart became almost cheerful. This single-minded 
devotion to the destruction of 99% of all humanity continued once more thundering down the tracks that had been 
laid down for 'Siva's train’. ‘Si-va’, S'arodnap savored the two syllables, ‘Shi-Va'. The Hindu god of dis-integration 
and new-integration, of death as the means towards new life. With 'Bapu Pata’ as the ultimate weapon. 

Human society allowed the ugliest, stupidest, and unhealthiest to survive and out-reproduce the more 
adapted members. This was in reality most inhumane, facilitating their miserable existence without providing them 
with real satisfaction, and even denying them their full natures. So they lost out, being offered a miserable survival in 
place of a competitive struggle in which they could at least fuck, kill, and die quickly, rather than endure the 
agonising misery of slaves. Life left them to eek out miserable existences, ‘fates worse than death’. Society had been a 
really bad deal for most of the population. And for most animals, it had literally damned them to hell on earth. 
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T'm the psychopath?’ ‘ME?’ Cos I rage and argue with flies? Cos I get so upset they won't LET me save 
them? And then I kill them...but a quick, sudden death...a GOOD death...cos they just won't LISTEN, they won't 
LET me help them, and I can't BEAR to have to suffer to watch them in their frantic desperate misery?” 

‘No YOU are the real psychopaths, with your animal ‘experiments’ and factory ‘farms’ and animal 
‘testing’..you are the monsters here...cruel..me? ... NEVER...no, no, its YOU who are the monsters, the 
psychopathic, sociopathic, cold-blooded, heartless, evil tyrants...I'm just eliminating misery...yes 99% of people are 
miserable MOST of the time, and they are too selfish to even behave responsibly...they WANT to have kids, and 
despite ALL logic and reason and what compassion SHOULD tell them, they go ahead...and so you get misery upon 
misery... co-dependency has a LOT to answer to...I'm a fucking Saviour, a fucking Christ...that’s my fucking 
FUNCTION ... evolution INSISTS on a purge now and then, to clear the air of all the garbage and muck and 
misery....to leave only the BEST adapted organisms... to live in joy and happiness and pleasure...no slow deaths by 
misery, just quick kills and new-births... no ugly, stupid, incompetent, miserable wretches being born by the 
billions...just healthy, sexy, happy, competent creatures, fit to ENJOY this planet. 

SYNERGY...there is no god, so I have to play the part... and don't you think I long for death myself? 
YEARN and BEG for death to take me from this body I suffer to endure...only so I can finish my TASK...? You 
don't think I would gladly die right NOW, immediately? ... Don't you know that when I get to think about ME, 
when I have done my job, don't you think I'll be hitting the happy gas? Don't you think I'll dose myself up so HIGH 
that I will be looking DOWN on this planet from miles and miles in the sky, and then go to sleep in my happy gas 
chamber, knowing full well that I will never ever have to wake up as ME ever again? Oh happy day...the pain, the 
nausea, the migraines, the terrible personality, the irritability, the HORROR that I am become...this...this... ME!!! 


how I hate what I am become...you think I don't see it in your eyes...you are terrified of me...you think I am mad ..Oh 
you'd never dream of telling me, of letting me know...but don’t you know of course I know...how could you hope to 
hide that fear... you are scared of me...frightened of me...but I LOVE you...I need you to know that...1 HATE how I 
am...but there is no other way...no other way...and when I have done what needs doing, what only someone LIKE me 
can do... won't HAVE to be anymore...and then you, my darlings, my loyal friends, will be free of me (their gestures 
would imply this is not true, that he is NOT a horror to them, that they do NOT want him to go, but it is true, 
there is no denying it....he has become a terror to them, and they will rest easier once he is gone)... and I will either be 
in oblivion, or back here as the child of one of these beautiful creatures we have collected, or...who knows what...who 
CAN know.’ 

‘Politics, public opinion, religion, democracy...they were never going to be capable of doing what had to be 
done, what SHOULD be done...no-one was going to take the responsibility on their shoulders, so it was left to me, 
unworthy and poor to the task as I am...but there WAS no-one else, and there wasn't going to BE anyone else...and so 
it HAD to be me...incapable and blundering and, oh I’m just not up to it, who could be... as I am...ME...I'm the guy 
who has to get this purge done...ME...Siva...and somehow this weapon, this 'Bapu Pata’ was made available as my 
means. Coincidence. Correspondence. Response-ability. All mine. And only I could put this plan into action...I, 
with all my weaknesses, failure, incompetence...because only someone like me COULD do this...if I fail I will be 
MAD, if I succeed a genius...but the fact is I am a madman, only a madman could do such a thing...a glorious 
madness. 

"LOVE...EMPATHY...madnesses such as these...only a madman can TRULY love, and loving MUST drive 
you mad...empathy MUST drive you mad... but genius, no, my only genius is to CARE enough to act...to care 
ENOUGH...and this EROS in Thanatos, this genius in madness, this PURGE... 

The rest, as they say, is history. While improvising some of his guitar riffs and melodies on virtual 
instruments with his MIDI guitar, he set in motion a chain of events that would ultimately provide the solution. 
The ‘atomiser’. And 99% of the world's horror, pain, suffering, misery, ugliness and stupidity, injustice and cruelty, 
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would soon be history. All this ugliness would vanish, ironically, in one of the most beautiful spectacles evolution 


had yet produced. 
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Chapter Forty Seven: Showing their true colors 


A few days before "The Purge’, S'arodnap, now experiencing one of his longest ever periods of ‘calm’, now that he had 
made his decision to act, and had accepted his fate, had an idea to give people one last chance to show their better 
natures. He would select a few more recruits for A-group. He would select them from among those who passed this 
final test. A simple test. All he wanted to identify were the few people who would sacrifice themselves for someone 
else. A sort of ‘Jesus’ test, if you like. 

And so he had arranged for Billions of people to receive colored plastic hats. With each hat came a note 
telling the people that they would soon be informed what the color meant. It stated that everyone should wear the 
hat given them on the next Sunday. 

This action produced a media frenzy, with all sorts of speculation. Some television commentators were 
confident it was some sort of marketing campaign for some new product. But what product would be marketed to 
rich New Yorkers and poor Korean peasants alike? A few believed it to be some sort of religious thing. Maybe even 
aliens might be involved. Hadn't there been some talk of a ‘cosmic conspiracy’ for some time now? 

And so that Saturday night all the television talk-shows, talk-back radio programs, news programs, current 
affairs programs, and newspaper commentaries all carried stories on the hats. People were interviewed in the street. 
Informal polls were conducted. The newspapers invariably ran the headline "Will you be wearing YOUR hat 
tomorrow? 

And of course the internet was ablaze with Bloggers and social networking site users filling chat-rooms with 
all the hopes and fears of the masses with regard to this strange situation. 

And then the sun rose on Sunday morning. A press release from no-one really knew where arrived at every 
major media outlet and international news desk. Reuters and BBC along with every national newspaper got the 
release. A-group knew it would be easy. The same few people owned and controlled all the world’s major media 
outlets. They only had to ‘seed’ information to one of the mass media agencies, and they could be sure that all the 
others would carry the same news release, the same story, the same report, word for word. The media release stated, 
simply, ‘Red is dead, In green are the living seen’. 

Commentators were loath to consider the implications of this message. Was it a threat? Terrorists? At that 
hundreds of different terrorist organisations called in claiming responsibility, and warning the public to meet their 
demands or else. However the F.B.I and C.I.A, MOSSAD, ASIO, the German intelligence agencies, and the K.G.B, 
all dismissed these warnings as bogus. These groups were merely trying to gain some capital out of the current events. 
And so everyone was as much in the dark as before about what it all meant. 

But then rumors were spread that those wearing red hats would die today. Only the ones in green would be 
spared. And soon chaos broke out, as people began fighting over the green hats. S'arodnap had deliberately kept the 
proportion of green hats very low to ensure this conflict. 

Now some might say this revealed a mean, nasty, negative streak in S'arodnap's unconscious. Well that might 
be. But his conscious motive was to see if there really WERE any altruistic people out there. 

And so his spies observed the proceedings. And sure enough in the end they managed to identify thousands 
of people, from among the billions on the planet, who had that special quality S'arodnap wanted to keep in the 
human gene pool. 

These people had been seen giving their own green hats to others. O.K. Mostly it was mothers giving them 
to their own children. But there were also male adults giving their hats to young children, or their red-hatted 
mothers. And even though it was less scientific than nostalgic, and S'arodnap had by no means fallen for that old 
‘noble savage’ nonsense, he had these people, and their families, rounded up under various pretexts. His operatives, 
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many from the security forces of the various nations, would ask them to come with them as a matter of national 
security, or with some other compelling enough reason. And so, having collected the final members of his 'ARK’, 
S'arodnap gave the green light for operation 'Happy Next Lives’. “The Purge’ was underway. The long-awaited ‘blip’ 
in the evolutionary process would soon emerge. Siva would do his dance. Siva would once again weild Bapu-Pata, his 
ultimate weapon of destruction. All in the name of the creation of the new. 
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Chapter Forty Eight: Happy Next Lives! 


‘So, my dears, let’s take a look at today's action, shall we? Let’s see... Hmmm....how about.... Times Square?’ S'arodnap 
went to the console and in a moment the screens around the console went dark. For a moment S'arodnap offered his 
two assistants puzzled looks. Oh how he loved to ‘ham’ it up in his good moods! For a moment they were genuinely 
worried that something must have gone wrong. They frantically threw their glances across the control panels to look 
for some sort of explanation. 

But then S’arodnap, like a bad actor, replaced this look of worried confusion with a look of sudden 
revelation, followed by a brightening of his countenance. “Ah! He smiled. They must be inside. He made a few 
adjustments at the console and slowly a grainy night vision image of the inside of some closed space emerged. It was 
full of men and women in typical street clothes. On their backs were slim back-packs. They were wearing what look 
like blue-tooth telephone ear pieces. S'arodnap switched a few monitors to the ‘cams’ located on these ear-pieces, 
preparing for the coming ‘action’. The operation was about to get underway. And these men and women were to be 
the ‘seeders’. Sowing the seeds of 'Happy next lives’. 

Wasn't it Jesus was supposed to have warned against sowing seeds on barren ground? It was an apt warning 
to all philosophers who would reason with the bulk of human-kind. And that advice about building on the sand? 
Again, it had proven apt for, every attempt to construct an optimal society based on inferior materials was surely 
doomed to fail. History had shown this. 

But the ‘seeds’ they were sowing today were ironically intended to fall on that metaphoric ‘barren’, ‘sandy’ 
soil. Yes. Today they were seeding that soil not with more seeds of disease, the infirmity, the ugliness, the stupidity, 
and corruption. No. Today they were seeding with a purifying seed. Tiny atoms of the ‘sympathetic resonator’. A 
device that had evolved from S'arodnap's little musical experiments with his cheap MIDI guitar. 

S'arodnap had been delighted to see how all different things could be set to resonating by different 
frequencies. One day as he had been playing around with his MIDI guitar, a light had literally lit up above his head. 
It had not been turned on. So this caught his attention. But before he could ponder the even any further, that light 
had exploded and showered him with tiny pieces of glass. 

It was at that moment that the very idea of a ‘sonic’ weapon had occurred to him. At first his only interest 
was in using the idea in one of his book-films. But later when he inherited his current position in the world of A- 
group, he had put a massive team of engineers to work at trying to build one. And they had finally come up with this. 
A ‘sympathetic resonator’. And it was truly the 'Bapu Pata’ of SIVA, the Hindu deity of the dance of ‘creation’ and 
‘destruction’. 

Yes, S'arodnap reflected, wed had Vishnu, ‘creation’. And for far too long now we'd had ‘Brahma’, 
conservation. The place had just gotten too over-crowded. Vishnu had binged for too long. Brahma had proven much 
too conscientious in his work of late. Too many of the new creation had managed to survive, despite being so mal- 
adapted to their lives. But that hadn't slowed down Vishnu. No, Vishnu had, if anything, actually pumped up 
production. Billions of miserable wretches were now crowding the planet. And these billions were hell bent on 
reproducing their own wretched, miserable existences. And so ‘come in Siva’. Dance your dance of destruction. 
Fulfill your destiny. PURGE! 

Suddenly the monitors flared up bright white. The sliding doors of the vehicles had been opened. The cams 
auto-adjusted from night vision to day vision. And in the various monitors S'arodnap and his assistants could see the 
action from the van, and from the helmet-cams of the ‘seeders’, as they began targeting individual pedestrians with 
their ‘particle resonators’, their ‘atomisers’, their ‘Bapu-Pata’. 
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What they now observed was, at first, not too far removed from that popular video game ‘Doom’. Only the 
‘weapons’, if you insist on calling them this, were much more sophisticated. They do no harm as such. In fact they 
produce extreme ecstasy in their targets. That followed by ‘atomisation’, in the most spectacular fashion imaginable. 
You couldn't describe it in any way as violence. No. It was more like an extension of what the French had for 
centuries referred to as 'the little death’. Only this one was a little bigger. A bit more permanent. 

Those ‘targetted’ experienced the most powerful bliss, the most unbearable pleasure, the most fabulous 
ecstasy, that a human had ever experienced. The term ‘full body orgasm’ could only APPROACH the sensation. It 
would be the best 2 minutes of their current lives. And the last. 

The sympathetic resonators jostled the atoms of their bodies, from the point of contact outwards. And then 
as the last atoms at the very periphery of their skin began vibrating at the same frequency, their bodies became 
surrounded by the equivalent of a personal ‘aurora Borealis’. The magnetic fields around them began pulsing with 
flares of green, blue, violet, and orange light. And as they lost themselves in the pleasurable sensations that filled 
them, they could not help but be amazed by the light show that engulfed them. 

And then in an instant the initial contact atom changed its vibration frequency ever so minutely. Clothing, 
jeweler, watches, bags, back-packs, false teeth, and here and there silicone implants, all began falling to the pavement 
as their previous owners exploded in a ball of coruscating, brilliant, multi colored light. 

As they completed this wondrous performance they showered 'sparks' over an area the size of a football field. 

Each of these ‘sparks’ that flew off into the distance, marking its own trajectory with a clean arc of burning 
ozone, was another ‘seed’. It reproduced the exact same effect on whatever living organism it landed. 

The ‘harvest’ was great, as block after block of New York City became the temporary backdrop for the most 
beautiful light-show in history. 

‘Look. Just look at HOW these people are ‘shuffling off their mortal coils' and 'resolving to a dew’, as Hamlet 
so desired...LOOK...look at the ecstasy...what religion ever gave them such pleasure, such RAPTURE? Where is the 
harm? Where? Where is the damage? Where? Huh? Look. His assistants as usual appeared a little uncomfortable 
when he went raving. But they were in awe of him. They authentically loved him to bits. They would do anything 
for him. They were just unsure of how to respond to him. And so they found themselves constantly exchanging 
gestures with each other that tried somehow to express their constantly changing attempts to respond, not knowing 
what was expected of them. But all reassuring the other that it everything was fine. 

‘All our models showed that things would only get WORSE...Yes yes yes.... THIS is the ONLY way... the 
only solution....If I fail history will define me as a murderer, the worst in history...if I FAIL...but if I succeed, the 
future will look back on me as its SAVIOUR, its true CHRIST...and so we are going to succeed...and they are going 
to love me as much as I love them, even though they have not even been CONCEIVED yet! 

While S'arodnap kept his mind focused on the necessity of this purge, the 'seeds' of his glorious vision for life 
on earth were being 'sown' across the globe. 

‘Atomisers’ had been reduced down to nano-scale. They had been placed in all the micro-chips 
manufactured in the last 3 years. Electrical devices and home appliances, from digital microwave ovens to I-pods and 
mobile phones were all dependent on such technology. And these all began their ‘seeding’ at the same time as the 
‘seeders’ had emerged out from their vans, emitting an invisible stream of atoms which often ‘hit’ nothing more than 
a fly or ant. But that would be enough. For the tiniest living thing was made up of billions of atoms. And so as each 
insect ‘'bloomed',it showered large areas with activated atoms. 

From space the spectacle was amazing in its beauty. The ‘blooms’ spread rapidly from random points across 
the globe. At first most of the light-shows were centered on densely populated cities, towns, and urban areas. But 
here and there in the jungles and upon the oceans, pin-pricks of light and color could be observed from space. And 
these rapidly grew, as fish and forest animals ‘bloomed’ one after the other, often in colonies. 

The plan proceeded as S'arodnap had wished. Fast enough for any panic to be avoided. He didn't want 
people to get hurt! ‘Above all, do no harm’. No harm. He did no harm. There was no suffering. And he made no 
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distinction between human animals and any other sentient life-form. So as the satellite images began filling the 
largest of his monitors he felt a sudden sigh of relief. A wave of numbness followed. It was almost too impossible to 
be true. And yet the evidence was to be seen in all the monitors. 

And so he sat back as the earth 'bloomed' before him. It was like one gigantic flowering of northern lights. 
But in the evolutionary scheme of things, it was just one more ‘mass extinction’. In the past it had been meteors, 
super-volcanoes, ice-ages and fire-ages. Surely this had been the most beautiful and elegant solution evolution had 
yet found for its necessary ‘purges’? Never had the dance of destruction been so glorious. Never had Siva such a Bapu 
Pata as these 'atomisers'. Never before had Eros and Thanatos been so perfectly blended and harmonised in such 
perfect balance and synergy. 

S'arodnap all the while was reflecting on the known facts concerning previous ‘mass extinctions’. According 
to Geologists and Astro-biologists, a mass extinction has occurred every 62 million years or so. These have occurred 
from a variety of sources. Asteroids, and Gamma bursts of lethal radiation from the movement of our solar system 
within the galaxy, are believed to have produced such mass extinctions. 

And, he recalled, anthropologists will tell you that around every 100 million years all animals over 25kg 
become extinct. In fact 99% of the species that are known ever to have existed on this planet are now extinct. 
Volcanologists will remind us that Yellowstone Park has had 100 eruptions in 16 million years, on a more or less 
regular basis, every 600,000 years or so. And the last one was around 640,000 years ago! In fact Yellowstone is rising 
7-8 cm each year, a clear sign they say, of volcanic activity below the surface. 

When it has ‘blown’ in the past it has produced gases which destroyed life, and blotted out the sun for years, 
bringing on the equivalent of a ‘nuclear winter’. A gas eruption in the Siberian tundra had once extirpated most 
living things from the planet in what we today refer to as "The Permian Extinction’. 

S'arodnap couldn't help but remind himself of how anthropologists and genetic scientists are quick to point 
out the relatively small gene pool from which we all derive. In fact 70,000 years ago the entire population of humans 
was reduced a very small number of humans living in what is today Africa’. Every human alive today could trace their 
D.N.A back to one of a few dozen women who had lived in Africa at that time. 

S'arodnap, then, hadn't invented the idea of mass extinction. He had just improved upon it. Nothing 
random in his game though. No. This time only the best of the best would survive. The gene pool would be made up 
of around 10 million of the finest specimens that billions of years of evolution had managed to produce. And his ark 
would be full of animals which could live together in synergy. No more predator-prey conflicts. No more inequality 
and exploitation. No more slavery. Neither of humans nor of animals. No more predator and prey relations. No 
more competition for scarce resources. No more built-in conflicts just waiting to explode in war, violence, and 
cruelty. 

If S'arodnap was playing ‘god’, then it was because someone had to. The people had aspired towards 
Armageddon, Ragnarok, and Siva's dance for millennia. Finally S'arodnap was giving them what they had always 
secretly yearned for. What they had unconsciously desired, and striven for. Their own annihilation. He had merely 
given them what they had wanted. What they had needed. 

He finally felt an inner peace and joy. He was an ‘avatar’. An archetype. A role. He was playing this 
‘character’. He had inherited the response-ability and he was employing it as responsibly as he knew how. And he 
was sure that history would approve. For who would be writing this history, but the beneficiaries of this purge! And 
when those that were being today given their final exits from their current lives of misery and slavery emerged in 
their next lives, they would thank him. For the cost was so low. They had merely died a little earlier than biology had 
scripted for them. They had escaped infinite next lives that would otherwise have been little more than nauseating 
reproductions of the current lives. S’arodnap had given them ‘happy next lives’. He had given them an infinite future 
of lives worth living. 
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Chapter Forty Nine: Good deaths come to those who wait. And, well, to those who try to 
run too! 


At the same time, in billions of homes, people were sitting down to breakfast or dinner, and ingesting a poison that 
would do its work within a few hours. 

He had arranged for all the traffic signals to turn red. He'd arranged for all air traffic to be restricted, on the 
pretext of a heightened terrorist threat. A-group members either held positions of authority themselves, or ‘owned’ 
people high enough in authority to ensure that their plans would run smoothly. S'arodnap was desperate to avoid 
any avoidable suffering. He didn't want a lot of planes falling from the sky. He didn't want millions of car, bus, train, 
and truck accidents. People would get hurt. 

He'd thought of the animals too. For millions of them were locked up in their owner’s flats right now. And 
their owners would not be coming home today. Or ever. And so he had introduced a poison and its antidote into the 
food chain years ago, under the guise of a new food additive. Just one more of those letters and numbers few people 
ever cared enough to inquire about. It had been easy to get them passed by the food and drug administration. Pets 
had already begun dying pleasant deaths over the last few months before “The Purge’. It had gained massive media 
attention. 

Of course well before S'arodnap had ensured that enough genetic material, and living animals, would be safe 
in his 'ARK's around the world to guarantee that the billions of years of evolution that had produced all the 
wonderful animals, especially his beloved pussy cats, would not be wasted! 

He would have resorted to bribes, but it hadn't proved necessary. Scientists working for A-group had 
produced a poison and antidote pair that passed as an artificial preservative. It was, ironically, safer than the previous 
chemical combinations used, and so it had been adopted by the industry. That, however, had required a lot of 
bribery. For it wasn't enough that it appeared to be in the Public's interest to adapt the new improved formula. 
There were the big business interests to consider. And so A-group had finally just bought out these business 
interests, and added them to their vast business empire. 

A-group had removed the antidote from the mix in preparation for 'Happy Next Lives’. And so this day, 
when anyone enjoyed a cup of coffee or tea, a glass of juice, a can of Coca-Cola, or added milk to their breakfast 
cereal, took a bite into a delicious sandwich...well you get the picture. They would be consuming the poison without 
its usual ‘buddy’, its pair, its antidote. 

People and their pets would suddenly feel very tired, and decide to take a nap. They called in sick. They 
stayed home from school. Truck drivers at truck stops would decide to take a break, and have a quick sleep in the 
cabs of their trucks before continuing their journeys. Bus drivers would pull over and tell the passengers there was 
going to be a small delay as they got replacement drivers. But these would not arrive, nor would they be necessary. 
Hand rails and door handles had been sprayed with the poison. Air conditioning filters had been impregnated with 
it. You would have had little chance of avoiding contact with it. Surfaces on all manner of public areas had been 
given a dose. Many of the activists had been mistaken for graffiti artists by security guards who, having chased away 
the ‘bandits’, stood a bit perplexed when trying to find their ‘tags’, their ‘artworks’. For though they had clearly seen 
them spraying something on the walls, in the video camera footage, and in person when they arrived on the scene, 
they could find no traces of any paint anywhere near where the ‘taggers’ had been seen ‘working’. 

As the world’s populations enjoyed their favorite coffee, tea, or beverage, they had no idea that this would be 
the last one they would enjoy, as their current selves. If they were going to enjoy another, it would be as a new 
person, in their next lives. 
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At very worst, if all that awaited them was oblivion, then surely the trade would be, in most cases, a good 
one. A stale, unpleasurable, dis-satisfying, boring, and in many cases lonely, sad, painful life of slavery to other 
people's interests, in exchange for the greatest pleasure they would ever experience, followed by oblivion. 

Most people merely existed as the means to other’s ends. They were merely tolerated by the beneficiary 
classes as they produced the value that they, the beneficiary classes, would get to consume, and enjoy. Most people 
existed merely as the means to ensuring the happiness and comfort of others. They were mere means to others ends. 

Yes, it would be a good trade. For all except these others. These ‘beneficiaries’ of the slavery society. In their 
next lives these people would all have to produce, themselves, all the value they wanted to consume. There would be 
no more slavery. No more slavery of any kind. 

And no more animal cruelty. For what had defined the last millennia more than anything else was the 
cruelty humanity had inflicted upon those creatures unable to defend themselves. Humanity had exploited its 
inequality Vis a Vis the other animals it shared this wonderful planet with. It had become a monster. A cruel, vicious, 
unprincipled monster. Grown monstrously inebriated by its sense of power over the less powerful creatures. It had 
lost all sense of vulnerability. And with that all empathy and humility. It had become corrupted by its power. And 
the animals paid the price. They endured lives of horror and cruelty, simply so humans could gorge themselves on 
their flesh, their eggs, dress themselves in their skins, and test their products on them. 


174 


Chapter Fifty: Rounding up 'the strays’ 


After the first phase of operation "Happy next lives’, “The Purge’, A-group needed time to re organise, and to re- 
group. Time to gather intelligence about how effective their operations had been. And so it had been arranged that 
around the world, the media would report that their respective governments had regained control. The terrorists 
had been wiped out! This was reported to gain people's confidence. To get them to rally to central points, where 
they could more easily be eliminated. And so the world's news broadcasts called for calm, and identified central relief 
stations where people should report to. Any questions they had would be answered there. There they might discover 
what had become of their family and friends. 

Of course those Zionists who had survived had been left in astonished shock. Had their own leaders been 


responsible for the ‘attacks’, like they had been responsible for all the major terrorist attacks of the 20th Century, 
starting with the King David Hotel bombings in Palestine, and ending in the 911 attacks? They were all frantically 
trying to make contact with their peers. 

They did not know what to make of the media reports. They owned the media. They were used to ‘feeding’ 
the media with their own narratives. Narratives by way of which they could construct and manipulate public 
opinion. But the narratives the media were now presenting did not seem to make any sense. However they did not 
put it passed their leaders to carry out such a strike. 

In fact they had been awaiting something like this for years now. Only they had expected some form of 
biological agent would be released. Some new plague to decimate the world’s populations. 

However surely they would have been warned in time to head for their underground facilities, such as that 
under major U.S airports? They wondered if they had escaped because of the inoculations they had wot taken during 
the last flu epidemic. 

But how to account for the destruction of so many of their fellow conspirators? Good Zionists who had 
disappeared in plumes of multi-colored, coruscating light, their faces contorted in ecstasy? Had something gone 
wrong? Or had they simply been betrayed by their own leaders? 

Hadn’t there been rumors that there were to be only 144,000 Zionists after the ‘last days’? 
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Chapter Fifty One: Gene Jenie! 


S'arodnap had already noted in his early years how many nations had begun systematic Gene banks, to carry out 
epidemiological research which might allow them to identify 'Gene Markers’ for the illnesses and diseases that 
plagued humanity. 

Many people were attracted to making donations because it would mean that a sample of their genetic 
material, in its current perfect state, would be kept safe and secure, should science one day progress to a point where 
these genes could be used to cure illnesses in their donors. 

But more generally, the data might help cure diseases. It might help them avoid future illness and disease, by 
allowing scientists to find cures today. At least it might help their children. 

There was also the other advantage. If you knew you stood a high probability of certain health problems, you 
could take steps to avoiding the risk factors now. Early enough to avoid the complications of the disease. You might 
not be able to change your genetic profile yet, But you could act now to avoid certain predispositions from 
developing into full-blown problems. Or you might be able to plan ahead. You might even decide to spend your last 
few healthy years doing all the things you might otherwise have put off until it would have been too late! 

The idea of genetic banks was simple. You took a blood sample, then from this you extracted the Genetic 
material. Computers analysed samples and gave you a Genetic code. It was made up of four amino acids named C, T, 
A, and G. You then followed the medical histories of these people over their life spans, to see what illnesses and 
diseases they suffered. You could then look for correlations between the genetic codes and the diseases. 

By comparing millions of gene codes with millions of medical histories, you could find correlations which 
would allow you to identify ‘Gene markers’ which gave you a statistical probability. If 50 out of 100 people with a 
particular gene marker suffered the same illness, then you could say that there would be a 50% probability that 
anyone inheriting that gene marker was likely to one day suffer that illness. 

But of course many people were loath to allow such ‘genetic screening’. It raised all sorts of questions. If you 
could say with 90% probability that your children would be born blind, surely it would seem reasonable and fair for 
you to abstain from reproduction. Or so you might imagine? Of course if we are speaking about OTHER people, 
then you will probably be very righteous and DEMAND they abstain. 

But then you might ask, well, what gene markers do J carry? If we stop THEM reproducing, is there a chance 
others might stop ME doing so, for the very same reasons? And so you can see that the concept of reproductive 
management, a mild and you might think uncontroversial form of Eugenics, was not likely to be popular. It was not 
likely to be voted for by a democratic majority. 

Seeing as representative democracy is controlled by lobby groups made up of narrow vested interests, groups 
who provided campaign finances upon which elections were won or lost, there was no reason to expect that the 
parliamentary process would ever oppose public opinion. And of course the medical lobby, representing the industry 
that profited so handsomely from sickness, illness, and disease, if you will, human suffering per se, would be the first 
to describe such prohibitions and reproductive controls as monstrous human rights violations. You see that, don't 
you? 

S'arodnap certainly did. So the new genetic screening technologies that at first held out great hopes for those 
such as S'arodnap, soon came to represent just one more lost opportunity. 

Only A-group had found a way for the new opportunity to be re-born and re-vitalized. These gene ‘banks' 
could certainly one day be used to clone their donors. And so it became imperative for S'arodnap to infiltrate their 
information systems, and to ensure that during the Purge no harm came to the samples or the scientists. For their 
research would offer decades of medical data on the donors. Other documents could be consulted to build up a 
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picture of the donor. Did they live happy, content, satisfying lives? Were they more often happy than sad? Did they 
demonstrate any talents or special qualities of character that you would constitute part of a desirable holistic 
inheritance for their potential not-yet-reproduced clones? 

S'arodnap could see that it would be possible to build up biographies of the people that the gene sampling 
had shown to possess gene markers zot associated with any diseases, illnesses, or other negative qualities. In this way 
he could identify at least the genetic component of the holistic inheritance of future persons. 

The logic was simple. If gross negative inequality were not allowed to be reproduced, then there would be 
little inequality available for an opportunistic human nature to exploit. 

S'arodnap knew his days were numbered. He could not rely on his own personality and leadership. He had 
to produce a holistic inheritance for the future persons that would make most of the exploitation, inequality, and 
injustices of the current world unlikely, almost impossible, independent of any good will on the part of its future 
persons. 

He had spent decades formulating protocols for the organisation of production, distribution, education, 
health, and politics. All these protocols could be comprehended and implemented by any groups with the emotional 
desire, and the intellectual capacity, to do so. He had designed entire school curriculums based on his 
TROONATNOOR books. He had agonised over explaining the principles behind every lesson plan he had written, 
so that future teachers would comprehend the processes and outcomes intended. Future curriculum designers would 
thus have a sound basis to build from, as education and knowledge evolved over time. 

But the best laid plans would be corrupted by opportunism should gross inequality be allowed to once more 
enter into the equation. Unequal holistic inheritances produced inequality of opportunity and outcome. That was 
clear. So S'arodnap had set in place protocols and selection criteria for his 'ARK’, and for cloning, and more general 
Eugenics policies, that would ensure as equally positive a holistic inheritance for every future person as was possible. 

Euthanasia would also be freely available to anyone whom fortune and the shuffling of genes had 
disappointed with a life zot worth living. 

Protocols would ensure that new-lives that showed little hope of developing into lives worth living would be 
'freed' of their prisons to be new-born as more optimal experience engines. 

In the worst case scenario, if in reality death meant oblivion, then it was still more desirable than decades of 
suffering which would only be followed, in any case, by that same oblivion. 
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Chapter Fifty Two: A few of "The chosen’ 


‘See Kim. What did I tell you. Aren't they BEAUTIFUL. This ARK of ours. And did you realise that all those stories 
of Arks were really a projection into the future of a desire to ‘start again’ from scratch? The Viking 'Ragnarok’, where 
only one man and woman survive after the complete destruction of everything? You see Kim, don't you? It was all 
wishful thinking. It was a DESIRE for an Armageddon, and a new beginning. 

‘We don't NEED any dogma. We go with FACTS. FACTS Kim. Beautiful, healthy, intelligent, creative, 
talented, just, reasonable people have reasonable, beautiful, just, intelligent, creative, healthy children. And what 
does that ensure Kim? Go on, tell me. Kim is about to speak when S'arodnap can't help himself. "Yes, A beautiful, 
healthy, intelligent, creative, just, reasonable society’. Right Kim! And so doesn't it just fill your heart to bursting to 
take a look at all these lovely people Kim? 

‘Evolution produced genocides, with each tribe setting out to wipe out the other. To wipe out all trace of 
their existence. But that was pretty Dumb, and unnecessarily violent and painful. Interrupt me if I'm wrong Kim, 
O.K? Good. You will, won't you? O.K. So we know about all the genocides that have occurred. But they never based 
their ‘cull' on sound principles of Eugenics. They were always constrained by political needs. You couldn't tell your 
OWN people that most of them were inferior. I mean, they wouldn't follow you, would they Kim? No. And fair 
enough. No-one wants to be told that sort of thing’. 

‘And so while you might eliminate a lot of the trash, you also threw out some lovely babies with that bath 
water. Am I right Kim? And worse, the worst of your own lot went and reproduced and filled up the empty spaces 
with the worst your own tribe had to offer, people wise. 

‘So it didn't produce much net positive effect, all that genocide. But it had potential. And that's the 
difference with us, isn't it Kim. We aren't racist. We aren't bigoted. We are not prejudiced in any way. Look at our 
ARK Kim. Look at those people. Beautiful. Dark, Black, Asian, Nordic, African, Arab, Turk, Jew, South American 
Indian, North American Indian, Australian Aborigine, Pacific Islander, ESKIMO}. Isn't it just glorious Kim? 

And we've always had wars, to 'thin the herd’, so that all the resources, land, and wealth could be re- 
distributed among a smaller population. That made everyone who survived the war richer. But we won't ever need to 
have a war again, right Kim! From now on we will plan ahead, so the herd never gets too big in the first place. There 
will always be enough for everyone. There will BE no scarcity. Not of anything. Not of sex. Not of beautiful men and 
women and children. Not of land. Not of intelligence. Not of creativity. Not of innovation. Not of opportunity’. 

“Well that has always been the problem, hasn't it Kim. Competition for scarce resources. And inequality. 
You can't expect opportunism NOT to thrive when you have such huge differences in health, intelligence, beauty, 
and all the rest of the holistic inheritance each person is lucky or unlucky to have been given at birth, and then 
throughout their lives, simply as a result of who their parents were, and what they HAD to give them. Simply as a 
result of being born into a rich powerful country or a poor exploited one. Interrupt me if I am wrong Kim. Now I 
know you have written all about his yourself. You are a true genius Kim. And I thank you and the universe that 
produced you for all your inspiring arguments Kim.’ Kim glowed with pride at this, yet unsure if any response was 
expected of him. But he felt in no way self-conscious. He felt complete. He felt whole. You couldn't help but feel 
that way around S'arodnap. S'arodnap was the epitome of what they had once called ‘holy’. He made OTHERS feel 
‘whole’. 
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Chapter Fifty Three: A new chance to maybe get it right, this time 


‘Ah well, Kim. We have given them a new start. A fresh beginning. They will have decades of plenty. Cars, boats, 
houses, just for the taking. Like picking fruit off a tree. They'll literally inherit the world. The people will get bored 
with so many jewels, high fashion, cars, boats, perfumes. Ah, they'll all live like Kings and Queens. No more ‘petrol! 
wars. The reserves were just enlarged, did you know Kim? Yes, we arranged that just before “The Purge’. 

Imagine this world of surplus of ours. A situation never before known by humanity. Nothing will gain value 
by its mere scarcity, except labor! And they'll have time to organise. They have decades of canned and preserved 
foods. They have acres of orchards spread across the world. They'll be able to pick and choose only the best and 
finest of what the earth has to offer’. 

‘What do you think they'll do with it all Kim? Will they follow my 'EDEN PROTOCOLS’? What do you 
think The Priests at On would say? If we could speak to them? What would they be thinking? Would they finally 
feel confident? What do you think Kim?’ 

At this S'arodnap turned and walked out of his command center, and out of history. Many stories, myths 
and legends would grow around this man. Some of them would be true. Others would simply meet the needs of 
humans to ascribe their great leaders with super-human qualities. Some would simply meet the needs of their 
authors for a compelling story to sell, one that pandered to their potential readers and audiences. 

But this we CAN say with certainty about Xob S'arodnap. Pandora, the world’s most beautiful woman, had 
been too greedy NOT to open that box. And so she had unleashed all the ills that had plagued human kind from 
that moment on. That was how the story went, anyway. Some say the box was a metaphor, representing the female 
anatomy, her ‘vagina’. It was the greed for more children that had ruined humanity. And once they existed, the most 
powerful would opportunistically seize upon the opportunity to enslave them. 

S'arodnap and A-group had secretly sterilised all the males in their 'ARK'. Of course first he had had their 
sperm ‘harvested’. It now lay in secure facilities around the world, in triplicate. In future any conception would have 
to be planned. It would have to follow strict protocols. And this would ensure that the populations of humans 
would remain relatively small. Small and as equally competent, beautiful, intelligent, healthy, and talented as 
technology and his Eden Protocols would allow. And so there would be no inequality for an opportunistic human 
nature to exploit and reproduce. There would be no more slavery. You might never change human nature, but you 
could OPTIMALISE it. You could MANAGE it. 

And so the new humanity would begin full of promise. Built on sound foundations. There would be no 
excess privilege, power, and wealth. Everyone would have to share the loads. Everyone would be guaranteed a fair 
share of the benefits. There would be no slaves. No slavery. And if this was ALL that S'arodnap's legacy would be, 
then it would be enough to have justified his life-long suffering, sacrifice, hardship, and misery. For it was for HIM 
to decide. And he had decided. Whatever else might come of all this, was not for him to say. He had done enough. 
And so he had resolved to retire from the world. It was no longer his responsibility. He had borne the heaviest load. 
He had paid the highest price. 

As Freud had said, we all owe the universe ONE life. Our own. 
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Chapter Fifty Four: Like a wounded animal, going away to be alone to die? 


S'arodnap had intended to just sneak off when no-one was watching. He would bring a few things and fly off to 
some distant town that would now be deserted of all life. He would not live longer than the supply of canned and 
preserved goods he would find there would sustain him in any case. He was sure that his kidneys, after years of pain 
killer use, would fail him. He was sure that the legacy of his constant frustration and stress had damaged his blood 
vessels and heart. He was bound to suffer a heart attack or stroke soon enough. If not, then those pains and hard 
tissue that flared up under his armpits anytime he felt impatient and frustrated, surely they indicated that he had 
some sort of cancer. Lymph node or such-like. 

So he climbed into his private jet and set the auto-pilot to the chosen location. All air traffic had been 
detained and so the air-fields would be clear. He went into the back of the plane and buckled up. He felt the plane 
taxi, turn, and then the boost of the jets in his lower back as the plane quickly gained speed, then left the ground. 

As the plane gained cruising altitude it banked and leveled out. The 'seat-belt' warning lights all went out. 
S'arodnap felt a massive emptiness growing inside him. It gnawed at him. In the past it had left him crumpled up in a 
ball of pain on the floor as the stomach cramps ate at him. It had always been like this for him when he had finished 
any project. All the expectation and readiness ebbed from him. All the passion that had motivated him evaporated. 
He was left feeling cold and empty. Once more alone. For while he was working and planning he was distracted from 
his loneliness. But it came back down on him like a tonne of heavy clay the moment the distractions of his current 
project were gone. It made his every movement a massive effort. He felt slow and cold and heavy. He felt as if he was 
inanimate matter. He had no vital spirit. He felt soul-less. He yearned for oblivion to save him from his unbearable 
emptiness. 

Just then the door to the flight-crew cabin opened. But he had not ordered any crew for this flight! 
S'arodnap was momentarily saved from the abyss of his despair by the surprise. But when nothing followed on the 
heels of that unexpected event, he felt himself begin to sink once more. 

‘Please observe that the seat-belt notices have been extinguished. For your enjoyment we shall now be serving 
coffee, tea.....or ME. 

' S'arodnap's heart leaped and bounded like a startled deer. That voice. That charming voice. He would 
recognise that voice anywhere. And just then Clarissa walked out into the aisle, complete in a cute little flight- 
attendant uniform, beaming with smiles and warmth. 

‘You really didn't expect you were going to get away from me THAT easily, did you, Henry?’ Clarissa cooed 
in that approving, accepting, thoroughly young, fresh, feminine voice of hers. The voice she reserved solely for 
S'arodnap. The voice was for him alone. And so was she. She was never going to let her man get away from her, now 
that she finally had him to herself. 

And so we shall depart our hero, as the tears of relief and joy roll down his cheek. For it would not become a 
legend to show too much by way of human feeling and sentiment now, would it! 

Well I have a right as much as anyone who has been S'arodnap, to decide how to end this, don't I? 

I mean, I am/was/will be S'arodnap this/next/last — self, aren't/won't/will I? So surely...’ 

O.K then. I guess you'll find out one day anyway. No need for pride or shame eh? This determinism thing 
sort of makes all THAT redundant. 

Hmm, so, let’s see, how does this-selves' story really continue on from here? 


180 


Chapter Fifty Five: The Start 


Just then S'arodnap felt the plane bank once more. He gave Clarrissa a quizzical look. She 'replied' to this look saying 
T've got a surprise for you, well we've’ got a surprise for you...just wait and see.’ 

They landed a few hours later. And lo and behold they had rebuilt Akhenaton's ‘City of The Sun’ from the 
plans they had found in Barcelona in Gaudi's private collection. Everyone was there to welcome S'arodnap ‘home’. 
ZZ and Soph, whom he hoped he could one day hand over the reins, the baton to. All the people he had helped over 
the years. And thousands of devoted ‘Knights of Aton’. 

"How did you do it? When did you do it? S'arodnap uttered in disbelief. And where on earth did you get 
THIS much gold? Certainly not at the bottom of that stone quarry? S'arodnap looked around. The city literally 
glowed with a soft, warm, shimmer. Millions of people had killed, died, and devoted their whole lives to 
accumulating just a tiny fraction of what was now laid out before him. A city of pure gold. It was too beautiful for 
words. 

Of course he didn't care at all for gold. For he had found his treasure already. Or to be more precise, Iż had 
found him. Well, to be correct, She, Clarissa, had found him. 'But? Where? The gold, I mean?’ 

‘Oh, had I forgotten to mention? It's me. This is my story. I mean it was my story, well, TWICE. Next time 
around maybe it will be YOUR story. You see J am the ‘enlightened’ one. As soon as I saw those photos I 
immediately knew where the treasure had been sunken all those years ago. And, well, as they say, the rest is, was, will 
be, history. If you get what I mean. Do you? 
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Chapter Fifty Six: The new beginnings 


It was in fact only at this time that the active membership of the current A-group, the ‘Knights of Aton’, the 'Atenic 
Knights’, was revealed. For the tradition of limiting each participants knowledge to that which was strictly necessary 
for tactical actions had been kept up since the early days in Ancient Egypt. No-one had ever known for sure who was 
a member, other than the direct contacts they themselves had. They would receive their orders through these 
contacts. All 'networking’ was limited to one degree. And thus the order was never infiltrated, even as it reached 
from the highest to the lowest strata of power and wealth. 

None of the most senior members ever expected to produce a Utopian society, free of any conflict. For 
conflicts arose from the smallest of interactions. They never imagined that a perfect society might ever be possible. 
For human nature had its limits. It is true that the philosophers had striven in their 'Alchemy' to perfect human 
nature. Eugenics had striven to reduce inequality and to raise the standard as high as possible. However genes failed 
to ‘breed true’. This meant that despite your best endeavors, inequality would still emerge. 

At this point the question would be one of ‘infanticide’. A good death now to avoid an undesirable life. But 
to date this had never been practiced. The people just didn't seem to have the heart for it. But in the future? 

No matter how equal people might be, they would still be prone to all the typical human foibles and 
weaknesses. “The Priests at On’ had never expected ‘human alchemy’ to succeed. Instead they had taken the route of 
‘managing’ human weaknesses by preventing them from becoming a problem. Where no-one was allowed to 
accumulate power and wealth above a defined limit, there could be no excess of power to bring out the worst in 
human nature. Where all vices were allowed, in controlled environments, there would be no need to ban anything, 
let alone waste resources, and lives, on criminalising things that were crimes. 

The Priests At On, and their offspring, A-group, were liberal in their attitudes to sexuality and pleasure. By 
allowing people to enjoy every vice under controlled conditions, they would limit the costs and damage done. They 
followed a principle of binge and purge’ moderation in which, rather than fear pleasure, they allowed the people to 
fully satisfy their urges. They would then be required to abstain for some time, to recover their health and clear their 
heads. This would prevent ‘habituation’. This would prevent ‘addiction’. 

But they knew that despite any measures they might take, people were still going to feel jealousy, envy, and 
malice towards others. Given the opportunity they would express the very worst of their human natures. And so the 
opportunities would be limited. And all aspects of life would be kept transparent and public. There would be no 
need for shame for being human. But you would never get away with any deceit or fraud. You would never be able to 
‘gang up on’ others in mobs. You would be held accountable for your actions. It would be impossible to avoid taxes 
or to avoid your responsibilities. Everyone would know. Everything was to be recorded. Every transaction 
transparent. There was one world bank. One electronic world currency, whose actual algorithm contained a 
complete history of every transaction ever made. 

When you trespassed against the principles, you would be given the chance to make good your damages to 
society, and to the individuals you had harmed, either deliberately or accidentally, coincidentally. There would be no 
talk of pride or shame. For determinism made such concepts redundant and empty of any meaning. 

The way society was organised would eliminate as many ‘opportunities’ for people to ‘behave badly' as was 
possible without imposing costs greater than the benefits likely. You wouldn't tempt them by making it possible to 
get away with anything. Complete transparency would make it impossible to spend any ill-gotten gains in any case. 

All exchanges would take place through a central system. Barter and the like would be criminal. You would 
never be able to avoid taxation, so you wouldn't bother trying. All your incomes and expenditures would be ‘open 
book’. There would be no absurd 'taboos' so there would be nothing to hide. 
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All laws would be 'tried' according to principles. This meant the legal codes were simple and very limited. 
For everyone was taught what was fair and what wasn't. What was reasonable, and so on. From their earliest years on 
everyone was a lawyer, and judge. Everyone would know when they had done something they shouldn't have done. 
There would be no word-games and legalese to hide behind. The law could be practiced by children. However it 
would be practiced by the most accomplished of adults. On a rotation. All government offices would be stripped 
back to their bare essentials, so that they could be filled by anyone with a few weeks training. For the fundamentals 
of all aspects of life made up the universal ground education that everyone participated in. 

Sexuality was to be a completely personal matter, between informed, mutually consenting persons of any age. 
The facts of sex, its good and bad sides, would be taught to the youngest, as soon as they chose to delve into these 
mysteries, using paced, self-teaching guides and professional counselors. There would be no shame about any aspect 
of sexuality. There could be no unplanned pregnancies, due to the managed nature of reproduction. Safer sex 
practices would make most sexually transmitted diseases irrelevant, and for sex practices involving penetration and 
exchange of body fluids, special screening would eliminate most risks. And those groups who had infections would 
only have less-safe sex amongst themselves. 

Income limits would be set for all. There would still be inequality, as that was essential to motivate people. 
However it would never be allowed to be too great. Or artificial. Everyone would be born with an equal financial, 
educational, and social inheritance. And as far as possible an equal genetic inheritance as well. There would be no 
nepotism or other forms of non-meritocratic prejudice. In this way any inequality would be, and would be seen to 
be, earned, and thus legitimate and fair. 

Children would grow up learning about, and practicing, on a daily basis, critical reasoning, creative thinking, 
problem solving, conflict resolution, and communication skills. They would apply them actively in their everyday 
lives, as well as applying them to wider social issues. They would be given the tools to define their own problems. 
They would learn to understand all the various religions that the world had produced, and what had motivated the 
myths and 'noble lies’. They would be free of all dogma and superstition. They would form a complete 
comprehension of how the process of evolution really functions. They would avoid the 'thought-traps' of teleology 
and functionalism which had earlier corrupted and contaminated human thinking on the most important issues. 
They would learn how to de-construct specious arguments, to break arguments down into their assumptions, both 
stated and implicit. They would learn how to construct ‘compelling arguments’, and to know what to look for when 
evaluating how compelling arguments really were. 

Children would be freed from so much useless learning by not having been ‘brainwashed' by religion and its 
allies in the first place. Each child would learn the fundamental basics which everyone needed to comprehend the 
nature of reality, and the reality of our natures. But no child would be forced to learn things they would never use in 
real life. Only those children with special interests and talents for higher mathematics, and the Sciences, would study 
these more specialised fields, with a view to their practical application in later life. The subjects would be built up in 
modules. No student would ever be compelled to follow some idiotic ‘age progression’ as their parents had. No. They 
would only proceed to the next level in any subject after mastering the content of their current level. 

There was no expectation that a child will have mastered such and such by such an age. Age progression was 
irrelevant. If they mastered a subject they would go on. If not they would not. Each child's unique abilities would be 
valued and promoted. There would be no competition for status and prestige. It would be a personal matter. For 
how much of what most children have devoted years of stress, worry, time and energy to attempting to master, do 
they actually manage to master, and then benefit from applying in their later life? This was one of the chief questions 
S'arodnap's and Kim Jestem's protocols would demand of the future teachers and curriculum developers. 

Anyway, no need to go into details here. Anyone who is interested in these 'Eden Protocols’ can look them 
up for themselves, at their leisure. They are all detailed in the "TROONATNOOR series of books. 
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